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PREFACE. 


•'Ben's  Nugget"  is  the  concluding  volume 
of  the  Pacific  Series.  Though  it  is  complete 
in  itself,  and  may  be  read  independently,  the 
chief  characters  introduced  will  be  recognized 
as  old  friends  by  the  readers  of  "  The  Young 
Explorer,"  the  volume  just  preceding,  not 
omitting  Ki  Sing,  the  faithful  Chinaman, 
whose  virtues  may  go  far  to  diminish  the  prej- 
udice which,  justly  or  unjustly,  is  now  felt  to- 
ward his  countrymen. 

Though  Ben  Stanton  may  be  considered 
rather  young  for  a  miner,  not  a  few  as  young 
as  he  drifted    to    the    gold-fields   in    the    early 
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days  of  California.  Mining  is  carried  on  now 
in  a  very  different  manner,  and  I  can  hardly 
encourage  any  of  my  young  readers  to  follow 
his  example  in  seeking  fortune  so  far  from 
home, 
Niw  York,  May  19t, 
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BEN'S   NUGGET; 


A    BOY'S   SEARCH   FOR   FORTUNE. 
CHAPTER  I. 

THE   MOUNTAIN-CABIN. 

"What's  the  news,  Ben?  You  didn't  happen  to 
bring  an  evenin'  paper,  did  you?" 

The  speaker  was  a  tall,  loose-jointed  man,  dressed 
as  a  miner  in  a  garb  that  appeared  to  have  seen 
considerable  service.  His  beard  was  long  and  un- 
trimmed,  and  on  his  head  he  wore  a  Mexican  som- 
brero. 

This  was  Jake  Bradley,  a  rough  but  good-hearted 
miner,  who  was  stretched  carelessly  upon  the  ground 
in  front  of  a  rude  hut  crowning  a  high  eminence  in 
the  heart  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  Mountains. 

13 
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Ben  Stanton,  whom  he  addressed,  was  a  boy  of  six- 
teen, with  a  pleasant  face  and  a  manly  bearing. 

"  No,  Jake,"  he  answered  with  a  smile ,  "  I  didn't 
meet  a  newsboy." 

"There  ain't  many  in  this  neighborhood,  I  reckon," 
said  Bradley.  "  I  tell  you,  Ben,  I'd  give  an  ounce 
of  dust  for  a  New  York  or  Boston  paper.  Who 
knows  what  may  have  happened  since  we've  been 
confined  here  in  this  lonely  mountain-hut?  Uncle 
Sam  may  have  gone  to  war,  for  aught  we  know. 
P'r'haps  the  British  may  be  bombarding  New  York 
this  moment." 

"I  guess  not,"  said  Ben,  smiling; 

"  I  don't  think  it  likely  myself,"  said  Bradley,  fill- 
ing his  pipe:  "Still,  there  may  be  some  astonishin' 
news  if  we  could  only  get  hold  of  it." 

"  I  don't  think  we  can  complain,  Jake,"  said  Ben, 
turning  to  a  pleasanter  subject.  "  We've  made  con- 
siderable money  out  of  Mr.  Dewey's  claim." 

"That's  so.  The  three  weeks  we've  spent  here 
haven't  been  thrown  away,  by  a  long  chalk.  We 
shall  be  pretty  well  paid  for  accommodatin'  Dick 
Dewey  by   stayin'   and   takin'   care   of   him." 
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"  How  much  gold-dust  do  you  think  we've  got,  Mr. 
Bradley?" 

"  What  I"  exclaimed  Bradley,  taking  the  pipe  from 
his  mouth ;  "  hadn't  you  better  call  me  the  Honorable 
Mr.  Bradley,  and  done  with  it?  Don't  you  feel  ac- 
quainted with  me  yet,  that  you  put  the  handle  on  to 
my  name  ?" 

"  Excuse  me,  Jake,"  said  Ben ;  "  that's  what  I 
meant  to  say,  but  I  was  thinking  of  Mr.  Dewey 
and  that's  how  I  happened  to  call  you  Mister." 

"That's  a  different  matter.  Dick's  got  a  kind  of 
dignity,  so  that  it  seems  natural  to  call  him  Mister ; 
but  as  for  me,  I'm  Jake  Bradley,  not  a  bad  sort  of 
fellow,  but  I  don't  wear  store-clo'es,  and  I'd  rather 
be  called  Jake  by  them  as  know  me  well." 

"All  right,  Jake;  but  you  haven't  answered  my 
question." 

"  What  about?" 

"The  gold-dust." 

"  Oh  yes.  Well,  I  should  say  that  the  dust  we've 
got  out  must  be  worth  nigh  on  to  five  hundred  dol- 
lars." 

"  So  much  as  that  V  asked  Ben,  his  eyes  sparkling. 
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"Yes,  all  of  that.  That  claim  of  Dewey's  is  a 
splendid  one,  and  no  mistake.  I  think  we  ought 
to  pay  him  a  commission  for  allowing  us  to  work 
it" 

"I  think  so  too,  Jake." 

They  were  sitting  outside  the  rude  hut  which  had 
been  roughly  put  together  on  the  summit  of  the 
mountain.  The  door  was  open,  and  what  they  said 
could  be  heard  by  the  occupant,  who  was  stretched 
on  a  hard  pallet  in  one  corner  of  the  cabin. 

"Come  in,  you  two,"  he  called  out. 

"  Sartin,  Dick,"  said  Bradley ;  and  he  entered  the 
cabin,  followed  by  Ben. 

"What  was  that  you  were  saying  just  now?" 
asked   Richard   Dewey. 

"Tell  him,  Ben,"  said  Bradley. 

"Jake  was  saying  that  we  ought  to  pay  you  a 
commission  on  the  gold-dust  we  took  from  your 
claim,  Mr.  Dewey,"  said  our  hero,  for  that  is  Ben's 
position   in   our  story. 

"  "Why  should  you  V  asked  Dewey. 

"  Because  it's  yours.  You  found  it,  and  you  ought 
to  get  some  good  of  it." 


A  BOY'S  SEARCH  FOR  FORTUNE.  17 

"So   I   have,  Jake.     In   the   first   place,   I   got  a 

thousand   dollars   out  of  it  before  I  fell   sick — that 

is    sprained  my  ankle." 

"But  you  ain't  gettin'  anything  out  of  it  now." 
"  I  think  I  am,"  said  Dewey,  smiling  and  looking 

gratefully   at   his    two  friends.     "  I   am  getting   the 

care  and  attention  of  two  faithful  friends,  who  will 

see  that  I  do  not  suffer  while  I  am  laid  up  in  this 

lonely  hut." 

""We  don't  want  to  be  paid  for  that,  Dick." 

"  I  know  that,  Bradley ;  but  I  don't  call  it  paying 

vou  to  let  you  work  the  claim  which  I  don't  intend 

to  work  myself." 

"But  you  would  work  it  if  you  were  well." 
"No,  I  wouldn't,"  answered   Dewey,  with  energy. 

"I  would   leave  this   place   instantly  and   take  the 

shortest  path  to  San  Francisco." 

"To  see  the  gal  that  sent  us  out  after  you?" 
"  Yes.     But,  Jake,  suppose  you  call  her  the  young 

lady." 

"Of   course.      You   mustn't  mind   me,   Dick.      I 

don't  know  much  about  manners.     I  was  raised  kind 

of  rough,  and  never  had  no  chance  to  learn  polite- 
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ness.  Ben,  here,  knows  ten  times  as  much  as  I 
do  about  how  to  behave  among  fashionable  folks." 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,  Jake,"  said  Ben.  "  I 
was  brought  up  in  the  country,  and  I  know  pre* 
cious  little  about  fashionable  folks." 

"  Oh,  well,  you  know  how  to  talk.  Besides,  didn't 
you  bring  out  Miss  Douglas  from  the  States?" 

"She  brought  me,"  said  Ben. 

"  It  seems  to  me  we  are  wandering  from  the  sub- 
ject," said  Dewey.  "It  was  a  piece  of  good  luck 
for  me  when  you  two  happened  upon  this  cabin 
where  I  lay  helpless,  with  no  one  to  look  after  me 
but  Ki  Sing." 

"Ki  Sing  took  pretty  good  care  of  you  for  a 
haythen,"   said   Bradley. 

"So  he  did.  He  is  a  good  fellow,  if  he  is  a 
Chinaman,  and  far  more  grateful  than  many  of 
his  white  brothers ;  but  I  was  sighing  for  the  sight 
of  one  of  my  own  color,  who  would  understand  my 
wants  better  than  that  poor  fellow,  faithful  as  he 
is." 

"  I  reckon  the  news  we  brought  you  helped  you 
some,  Dick,"  said  Jake  Bradley. 
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"  Yes.  It  put  fresh  life  into  me  to  learn  that 
Florence  Douglas,  my  own  dear  Florence,  had  come 
out  to  this  distant  coast  to  search  for  me.  But  I 
tell  you,  Jake,  it's  rather  tantalizing  to  think  that 
she  is  waiting  for  me  in  San  Francisco,  while  I  am 
tied  by  the  ankle  to  this  lonely  cabin  so  many  miles 
away." 

"It  won't  be  for  long  now,  Dick,"  said  Bradley. 
"You  feel  a  good  deal  better,  don't  you?" 

"  Yes ;  my  ankle  is  much  stronger  than  it  was. 
Yesterday  I  walked  about  the  cabin,  and  even  went 
out  of  doors.  I  felt  rather  tired  afterward,  but  it 
didn't  hurt  me." 

"All  you  want  is  a  little  patience,  Dick.  You 
mustn't  get  up  too  soon.  A  sprain  is  worse  than  a 
break,  so  I've  often  heard :  I  can't  say  I  know  from 
experience." 

"  I  hope  you  won't  It's  a  very  trying  experience, 
as  I  can  testify." 

"You'd  get  well  quicker  if  we  had  some  doctors 
stuff  to  put  on  it,  but  I  reckon  anyhow  you'll  be 
out  in  a  week  or  ten  days." 

"I  hope  so.      If  I  could   only  write  to  Florence 
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and  let  her  know  where  and  how  I  am,  I  wouldn't 
mind  so  much  the  waiting." 

"Don't  worry  about  her.  She's  in  'Frisco,  where 
nothing  can't  happen  to  her,"  said  Bradley,  whose 
loose  grammar  I  cannot  recommend  my  young  read- 
ers to  imitate. 

"  I  am  not  sure  about  that.  Her  guardian  might 
find  out  where  she  is,  and  follow  her  even  to  San 
Francisco.  If  I  were  on  the  spot  he  could  do  no 
harm." 

"  I  tell  you,  Dick,  that  gal — excuse  me,  I  mean 
that  young  lady — is  a  smart  one,  and  I  reckon  she 
can  get  ahead  of  her  guardian  if  she  wants  to.  Ben 
here  told  me  how  she  circumvented  him  at  the  Astor 
House  over  in  York.  She'll  hold  her  own  ag'in  him, 
even  if  he  does  track  her  to  'Frisco." 

Some  of  my  readers  may  desire  to  know  more 
about  Dewey  and  his  two  friends,  and  I  will  sketch 
for  their  benefit  the  events  to  which  Bradley  referred, 

Florence  Douglas  was  the  ward  of  the  Albany 
merchant,  John  Campbell,  who  by  the  terms  of  her 
father's  will  was  entrusted  with  the  care  of  her  large 
property  till  she  had  attained  the  age  of  twenty-five, 
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a  perbd  nearly  a  year  distant.  Mr.  Campbell,  anx- 
ious to  secure  his  ward's  large  property  for  his  son, 
sought  to  induce  Florence  to  marry  the  said  son,  but 
this  she  distinctly  declined  to  do.  Irritated  and  dis- 
appointed, Mr.  Campbell  darkly  intimated  that  should 
her  opposition  continue  he  would  procure  from  two 
pliant  physicians  a  certificate  of  her  insanity  and 
have  her  confined  in  that  most  terrible  of  prisons, 
a  mad-house.  The  fear  that  he  would  carry  his  threat 
into  execution  nerved  Florence  to  a  bold  movement. 
Being  mistress  of  a  fortune  of  thirty  thousand  dol- 
lars, left  by  her  mother,  she  had  funds  enough  for 
her  purpose.  She  fled  to  New  York,  where  chance 
made  her  acquainted  with  our  hero,  Ben  Stanton, 
under  whose  escort  she  safely  reached  San  Fran- 
cisco, paying  Ben's  expenses  in  return  for  his  pro- 
tection. 

Arrived  in  San  Francisco,  she  furnished  Ben  with 
the  necessary  funds  to  seek  out  Richard  Dewey  (to 
whom,  without  her  guardian's  knowledge,  she  was 
privately  betrothed)  and  inform  him  of  her  presence 
in  California.  After  a  series  of  adventures  Ben  and 
his   companion    had    found    Dewey,  laid   up   with   a 
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sprained  ankle  in  a  rude  hut  high  up  among  the 
mountains.  He  had  met  with  an  accident  while 
successfully   working   a   rich   claim  near   by. 

Of  course  Richard  Dewey  was  overjoyed  to  meet 
friends  of  his  own  race  who  could  provide  for  him 
better  than  his  faithful  attendant,  Ki  Sing.  As  he 
could  not  yet  leave  the  spot,  he  offered  to  Ben  and 
Bradley  the  privilege  of  working  his  claim. 

In  the  next  chapter  I  will  briefly  explain  Ben's 
position,  and  the  object  which  brought  him  to  Cal- 
ifornia, and  then  we  shall  be  able  to  proceed  with 
wir  story. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

THE   MISSING  CHINAMAN. 

If  Florence  Douglas  was  an  heiress,  our  young 
hero,  Ben  Stanton,  was  likewise  possessed  of  prop- 
erty, though  his  inheritance  was  not  a  very  large 
one.  When  his  father's  estate  was  settled  it  was 
found  that  it  amounted  to  three  hundred  and  sixty- 
five  dollars.  Though  rather  a  large  sum  in  Ben's 
eyes,  he  was  quite  aware  that  the  interest  of  this 
amount  would  not  support  him.  Accordingly,  being 
ambitious,  he  drew  from  his  uncle,  Job  Stanton,  a 
worthy  shoemaker,  the  sum  of  seventy-five  dollars, 
and  went  to  New  York,  hoping  to  obtain  employ- 
ment. 

In  this  he  was  disappointed,  but  he  had  the  good 
fortune  to  meet  Miss  Florence  Douglas,  by  whom  he 
was  invited  to  accompany  her  to  California  as  her 
escort,  his  expenses  of  course  being  paid  by  his  pat- 
roness.    It  is  needless  to  say  that  Ben  accepted  this 
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proposal  with  alacrity,  and,  embarking  on  a  steamer, 
landed  in  less  than  a  month  at  San  Francisco.  He 
did  not  remain  here  long,  but  started  for  the  mining- 
districts,  still  employed  by  Miss  Douglas,  in  search 
of  Richard  Dewey,  her  affianced  husband,  whom 
her  guardian  had  forbidden  her  to  marry.  As  we 
have'  already  said,  Ben  and  his  chosen  companion, 
Jake  Bradley,  succeeded  in  their  mission,  but  as  yet 
had  been  unable  to  communicate  tidings  of  their  suc- 
cess to  Miss  Douglas,  there  being  no  chance  to  send 
a  letter  to  San  Francisco  from  the  lonely  hut  where 
they  were  at  present  living. 

Besides  carrying  out  the  wishes  of  his  patroness, 
Ben  intended  to  try  his  hand  at  mining,  and  had 
employed  the  interval  of  three  weeks  since  he  dis- 
covered Mr.  Dewey  in  working  the  latter's  claim, 
with   the  success   already   referred   to. 

The  time  when  the  two  friends  are  introduced  to 
the  reader  is  at  the  close  of  the  day,  when,  fatigued 
by  their  work  on  the  claim,  they  are  glad  to  lest 
and  chat.  Mr.  Bradley  has  a  pipe  in  his  mouth, 
and  evidently  takes  considerable  comfort  in  his  even- 
ing smoke. 
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"I  wish  I  had  a  pipe  for  you,  Ben,"  he  said, 
*You   don't  know  how  it  rests   me  to   smoke." 

"  I'll  take  your  word  for  it,  Jake,"  returned  Ben, 
smiling. 

"Won't  you  take  a  whiff?  You  don't  know  how 
soothin'  it  is." 

"  I  don't  need  to  be  soothed,  Jake.  I'm  glad  you 
enjoy  it,  but  I  don't  envy  you  a  particle." 

"  Well,  p'r'aps  you're  right,  Ben.  Our  old  doctor 
used  to  say  smokin'  wasn't  good  for  boys,  but  I've 
smoked  more  or  less  since  I  was  twelve  years  old." 

"There's  something  I'd  like  better  than  smoking 
just  now,"  said  Ben. 

"What's  that?" 

"  Eating  supper." 

"  Just  so.  I  wonder  where  that  heathen  Ki  Sing 
is?" 

Ki  Sing  was  cook  and  general  servant  to  the  little 
party,  and  performed  his  duties  in  a  very  satisfactory 
manner — better  than  either  Ben  or  Bradley  could 
have  done — and  left  his  white  employers  freer  to 
work  at  the  more  congenial  occupation  of  searching 
for  gold. 
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"  Ki  Sing  is  unusually  late,"  said  Richard  Dewey. 
"I  wonder  what  can  have  detained  him?  I  am 
beginning   to   feel    hungry   myself." 

"The  heathen  is  usually  on  time,"  said  Bradley, 
"  though  he  hasn't  got  a  watch,  any  more  than  I 
have. — Dick,  what   time  is   it?" 

"Half-past  six,"  answered  Richard  Dewey,  who, 
though  a  miner,  had  not  been  willing  to  dispense 
with    all   the   appliances   of  civilization. 

"  Maybe  Ki  Sing  has  found  another  place,"  sug- 
gested Ben,  jocosely. 

"  He  is  faithful ;  I  will  vouch  for  that,"  said 
Dewey.  "  I  am  more  afraid  that  he  has  met  with 
some  accident — like  mine,  for  instance." 

"You  won't  catch  a  Chinaman  spraining  his 
ankle,"  said  Bradley ;  "  they're  too  spry  for  that. 
They'll  squeeze  through  where  a  white  man  can't, 
and  I  wouldn't  wonder  if  they  could  turn  them- 
selves  inside   out   if    they   tried   hard." 

"  It  is  possible,"  suggested  Dewey,  "  that  Ki  Sing 
may  have  met  with  some  of  our  own  race  who  have 
treated  him  roughly.  You  know  the  strong  preju- 
dice that   is   felt,   against   the   poor  fellows   by  some 
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who  are  far  less  deserving  than  they.  They  think 
it  good  sport  to  torment  a  Chinaman." 

"  I  can't  say  I  like  'em  much  myself,"  said  Brad- 
ley; "but  I  don't  mind  saying  that  Ki  Sing  is  a 
gentleman.  He  is  the  best  heathen  I  know  of,  and 
if  I  should  come  across  any  fellow  harmin'  him  I 
reckon  I'd  be  ready  to  take  a  hand  myself." 

"We  couldn't  get  along  very  well  without  him, 
Jake,"  said  Ben. 

"That's  where  you're  right,  Ben.  He's  ma^e 
himself  useful   to  us,   and   no   mistake." 

"I  have  reason  to  feel  indebted  to  him,"  said 
Dewey.  "Injured  as  I  was,  I  should  have  fared 
badly  but  for  his  faithful  services.  I  am  not  at  all 
sure  that  I  should  have  been  living  at  this  moment 
had  not  the  grateful  fellow  cared  for  me  and  supplied 
my  wants." 

It  may  be  explained  here  that  Richard  Dewey  had 
at  one  time  rescued  Ki  Sing  from  some  rough  com- 
panions who  had  made  up  their  minds  to  cut  off 
the  Chinaman's  queue,  thereby,  in  accordance  with 
Chinese  custom,  preventing  him  ever  returning  to 
his  native  country.     It  was  the  thought  of  this  ser» 
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vice  that  had  prompted  Ki  Sing  to  faithful  service 
when  he  found  his  benefactor  in  need  of  it. 

Half  an  hour  passed,  and  still  the  Chinaman  did 
not  appear. 

All  three  became  anxious,  especially  Dewey. 
"  Bradley,"  said  he,  "  would  you  mind  going  out 
to  look  for  Ki  Sing?  I'm  sure  something  has  hap- 
pened to  him." 

"  Just  what  I  was  thinkin'  of  myself,"  said  Brad- 
ley. "  I'll  go,  and  I'll  bring  him  back  if  he's  above 
ground." 

"  I'll  go  with  you,  Jake,"  said  Ben,  rising  from  the 
ground  on  which  he  was  seated. 

"  You'd  better  stay  with  Dick  Dewey,"  said  Brad- 
ley ;  "  maybe  he'll  want  you." 

"I  forgot  that.     Yes,  I  will  stay." 

"  No  ;  I  would  rather  you  would  go  with  Bradley," 
said  the  invalid.  "Two  will  stand  a  better  chance 
of  success  than  one.  I  sha'n't  need  anything  while 
you  are  away." 

"Just  as  you  say,  Dick. — Well,  Ben,  let's  start 
along.  I  reckon  we'll  find  Ki  Sing  before  long,  and 
then  we'll  have  some  supper." 
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As  the  two  started  on  their  errand  Richard  Dewey 
breathed  a  sigh  of  relief.  "  I  really  believe  I'm  get- 
ting attached  to  Ki  Sing,"  he  said  to  himself.  "  He's 
a  good  fellow,  if  he  is  a  Chinaman,  and  if  ever  I  am 
prosperous  I  will  take  him  into  my  service  and  see 
that  he  is  comfortably  provided  for." 

The  poor  Chinaman,  though  Dewey  did  not  sus- 
pect it,  was  at  that  moment  in  a  very  uncomfortable 
position  indeed,  and  he  himself  was  menaced  by  a 
peril  already  near  at  hand  against  which  his  help- 
less condition  allowed  of  no  defence.  His  lonely 
and  monotonous  life  was  destined  to  be  varied  that 
evening  in  an  unpleasant  manner. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

TWO    GENTLEMEN   OF   THE    ROAD. 

Perhaps  two  hours  earlier  two  horsemen  might 
have  been  seen  riding  slowly  over  a  lower  slope  of 
the  mountain.  The  horses  they  bestrode  were  of 
the  Mexican  breed,  or,  in  common  parlance,  mus- 
tangs. They  were  themselves  dressed  in  Mexican 
style,  and  bore  a  strong  resemblance  to  bandits  as 
we  are  apt  to  picture  them. 

These  gentlemen  were  Bill  Mosely  and  Tom  Had- 
ley,  hailing  originally  from  Missouri,  but  not  reflect- 
ing any  particular  credit  on  their  native  State.  They 
were  in  fact  adventurers,  having  a  strong  objection 
to  honest  work  and  a  decided  preference  for  gaining 
a  living  by  unlawful  means.  The  very  horses  they 
bestrode  were  stolen,  having  once  belonged  to  Jake 
Bradley  and  Ben  Stanton.  The  circumstances  under 
which  they  were  stolen  will  be  remembered  by  read- 
ers of  The  Young  Explorer. 
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"  Beastly  place,  this,  Tom J"  said  Bill  Mosely,  with 
a  strong  expression  of  disgust. 

"  I  should  say  so,"  answered  Hadley,  who  was 
wont  by  this  phrase  to  echo  the  sentiments  expressed 
by  his  companion  and  leader. 

"  I  wouldn't  have  come  up  here  if  it  had  proved 
safe  to  stay  lower  down,"  continued  Bill  Mosely. 
"That  last  man  we  relieved  of  his  gold-dust  might 
prove  troublesome  if  we  should  fall  in  with  him 
again — eh,   Tom?" 

"I  should  say  so,"  remarked  Mr.  Hadley  in  a 
tone   of   sincere   conviction. 

"  I  should  like  to  see  him  when  he  wakes  up  and 
finds  his  bag  of  dust  missing,"  said  Mosely,  with  a 
laugh. 

As  he  spoke  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  good-sized 
bag  which  appeared  to  be  nearly  full  of  dust.  "  There 
must  be  several  hundred  dollars'  worth  there,"  he 
said,  complacently. 

He  expected  to  hear  Hadley  answer  in  his  usual 
style,  but  was  disappointed. 

"  When  are  we  going  to  divide  ?"  asked  Hadley,  with 
an  expression  of  interest  not  unmingled  with  anxiety. 
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"You'd  better  let  me  carry  it,  Tom;  it's  all  the 
same." 

"I  should  say  so.  No,  I  would  prefer  to  take 
charge  of  my  part,"  said  Hadley,  "or  at  least  to 
carry  the  bag  part  of  the  time." 

Bill  Mosely  frowned  darkly,  and  he  brought  his 
hand  near  the  pocket  in  which  he  carried  his  pistol. 
"Hadley,"  he  said,  sternly,  "do  you  doubt  my 
honor?" 

"  I  should  say — not,"  answered  Tom  Hadley  in  a 
dissatisfied  tone,  bringing  out  the  last  word  after 
a  slight  pause;  "but  I  don't  see  why  I  shouldn't 
carry  the  bag  part  of  the  time." 

"Had  you  doubted  my  honor,"  continued  Mosely 
with  a  grand  air,  "  though  you  are  my  friend,  I 
should  have  been  compelled  to  take  your  life.  I 
never  take  any  back  talk.  I  chaw  up  any  one 
who  insults  me.  I'm  a  regular  out-and-out  despera- 
do, I  am,  when  I'm  riled." 

"I've  heard  all  that  before,"  said  Tom  Hadley, 
rather  impatiently. 

It  was  quite  true,  for  this  was  the  style  in  which 
Bill  Mosely  was  accustomed  to  address  new  acquaint- 
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ances.  It  had  not  succeeded  with  Jake  Bradley, 
who  had  enough  knowledge  of  human  nature  to 
detect  the  falsity  of  Mosely's  pretensions  and  the 
sham   character   of   his    valor. 

"You've  heard  it  before,"  said  Mosely,  severely, 
"but  ain't  it  true?  That's  what  I  ask  you,  Tom 
Hadley." 

"  I  should  say  so,"  slipped  out  almost  unconscious- 
ly from  the  lips  of  the  habitual  echo. 

"  'Tis  well,"  said  Mosely,  waving  his  hand.  "  You 
know  it  and  you  believe  it.  I'm  a  bad  man  to  in- 
sult, I  am.  I  generally  chaw  up  them  that  stand 
in  my  way." 

Tom  Hadley  was  really  a  braver  man  than  Mose- 
ly, and  he  answered  obstinately,  "Give  me  half 
that  gold-dust,  or  I'll  take  it." 

Bill  Mosely  saw  his  determined  face  and  felt  that 
it  was  necessary  to  back  down.  "I  don't  know 
why  I  don't  shoot  you,"  he  said,  trying  to  keep  up 
his  air  of  domination. 

"  Because  two  can  play  at  that  game,"  said  Had- 
ley, doggedly. 

He  produced   a    pouch,   and   Bill    Mosely,   much 
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against  his  will,  was  compelled  to  divide  the  con- 
tents of  the  stolen  bag,  managing,  however,  to  re- 
tain the  larger  share  himself. 

"  I  don't  want  to  quarrel  with  a  friend,"  said 
Bill,  more  mildly,  "but  you  don't  act  friendly  to- 
day." 

"  It's  all  right  now,"  said  Hadley,  satisfied. 

"Maybe  you  think  I  don't  want  to  act  fair," 
continued  Mosely  in  an  injured  tone.  "Why,  the 
very  horse  you  are  riding  is  a  proof  to  the  con- 
trary.    I  didn't  ask  for  both  horses,  did  I  V 

"You  couldn't  ride  both,"  answered  Tom  Had- 
ley, with  practical  good  sense. 

"I  wonder  where  the  fellows  are  we  took  them 
from?"  said  Mosely,  with  a  change  of  subject. 
"The  man  was  a  regular  fire-eater:  I  wouldn't 
like  to  meet  him  again." 

"  I  should  say  so,"  chimed  in  Hadley,  emphatio- 
ally. 

Bradley  had  paid  Mosely  in  his  own  coin,  and 
boasted  of  his  prowess  even  more  extravagantly 
than  that  braggadocio,  claiming  to  have  killed 
from   seventy   to  eighty   men   in   the  course   of   his 
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experience.  Mosely  had  been  taken  in  by  bis  con- 
fident tone,  and  knowing  that  he  was  himself  a 
§ham  desperado,  though  a  genuine  thief  and  high- 
wayman, had  been  made  to  feel  uneasy  while  in 
Bradley's  company. 

"I  wonder  what  became  of  them?"  continued 
Mosely,  thoughtfully. 

As  Tom  Hadley's  special  phrase  could  not  come 
in  here  appropriately,  he  forbore  to  make  any 
remark. 

"He  thought  he  would  scare  me  by  his  fierce 
talk,"  said  Mosely,  who  would  hardly  have  spoken 
bo  confidently  had  he  known  that  Bradley  was 
only  two  miles  distant  from  him  at  that  identical 
moment  "  It  takes  a  good  deal  to  scare  a  man 
like  me— eh,  Tom?" 

"I  should  say  so,"  returned  Hadley,  but  it  was 
noticeable  that  he  spoke  rather  dubiously,  and  not 
with  his  usual  positiveness. 

*Fm  a  hard  man  to  handle,"  continued  Mosely, 
complacently,  relapsing  into  the  style  of  talk  which 
he    most    enjoyed.      "I'm    as    bad    as    they    make 
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"I  should  say  so,"  chimed  in  Tom  Hadley;  and 
there  was  nothing  doubtful  in  his  tone  now. 

Bill  Mosely  looked  at  him  as  if  he  suspected 
there  was  something  suspicious  under  this  speech, 
but  Tom  Hadley  wore  his  usual  look,  and  his 
companion  dismissed  his  momentary  doubt.  "  You 
never  saw  me  afraid  of  any  living  man — eh,  Tom?" 

"  I  should  say  so,"  answered  Hadley. 

There  was  something  equivocal  in  this  speech, 
and  Bill  Mosely  looked  vexed. 

"Can't  you  say  anything  but  that?"  he  grum- 
bled. "  It  looks  as  if  you  doubted  my  statement. 
No  man  doubt  my  word — and  lives." 

Tom  Hadley  merely  shrugged  his  shoulders.  He 
was  not  a  man  of  brilliant  intellectual  ability  or 
of  rare  penetration,  but  there  were  times  when  even 
he  was  led  to  suspect  that  his  companion  was  a 
humbug.  Yet  Mosely  had  greater  force  of  cha- 
racter, and  took  uncommon  pains  to  retain  hi§  as- 
cendency over  his  more  simple-minded  companion, 
and  had  in  the  main  been  successful,  though  in 
the  matter  of  the  gold-dust  he  had  been  obliged 
to  score  a  defeat. 
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As  Hadley  did  not  see  fit  to  express  any  doubt 
of  this  last  statement,  Bill  Mosely  was  content  to 
let  the  matter  drop,  assuming  that  he  had  gained 
a  victory  and  recovered  his  ascendency  over  his 
echo. 

They  had  met  no  one  for  some  hours,  and  did  not 
look  for  an  encounter  with  anything  wearing  the 
semblance  of  humanity,  when  all  at  once  Tom  Had- 
ley  uttered  an  exclamation. 

"What  is  it,  Tom?"  asked  Mosely. 

"Look  there!"  was  the  only  answer,  as  Hadley, 
with  outstretched  finger,  pointed  to  a  Chinaman 
walking   slowly  up   the   hill. 

"It's  a  heathen  Chinee!"  exclaimed  Mosely  with 
animation. 

"I  should  say  so,"  echoed  Hadley. 

Mosely  urged  his  mustang  to  greater  speed,  and 
soon  overtook  Ki  Sing,  for  it  was  Richard  Dewey^s 
attendant  whom  the  two  adventurers  had  fallen  m 
with. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

KI  SING   IN   THE   HANDS  OF   THE    ENEMY. 

Ki  Sing  turned  when  he  heard  the  sound  of 
horses'  feet,  for  in  that  mountain  -  solitude  such  a 
sound  was  unusual.  He  was  not  reassured  by  the 
appearance  of  the  two  men,  whose  intention  seemed 
to  be  to  overtake  him,  aud  he  turned  aside  from 
the  path  with  the  intention  of  getting  out  of  the 
way. 

"Stop  there,  you  heathen!"  called  Bill  Mosely  in 
his  fiercest  tone. 

Ki  Sing  halted,  and  an  expression  of  uneasiness 
came  over  his  broad,  flat  face. 

"What  are  you  doing  here,  you  Chinese  loafer?" 

Ki  Sing  did  not  exactly  comprehend  this  speech, 
but  answered  mildly,  "How  do,  Melican  man?" 

"  How  do  ?"  echoed  Bill  Mosely,  laughing  rather 
boisterously. — "Tom,  the  heathen  wants  to  know 
how  I  do. — Well,  heathen,  I'm   so's   to   be   around, 
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and  wouldn't  mind  chawing  up  a  dozen  Chinamen. 
Where  do  you  live?" 

"Up  mountain/'  answered  Ki  Sing. 

"Which  way?" 

The  Chinaman  pointed  in  the  right  direction. 

"What  do  you  do  for  a  living?" 

"  Wait  on  Melican  man — cookee,  washee." 

"So  you  are  a  servant  to  a  white  man,  John?" 

"Yes,  John." 

"Don't  you  call  me  John,  you  yellow  mummy! 
I'm  not  one  of  your  countrymen,  I  reckon. — 
What  do  you  say  to  that,  Tom?  The  fellow's  get- 
tin'  familiar." 

"  I  should  say  so,"  remarked  Tom  Hadley,  with 
his  usual  originality. 

"  What's  the  name  of  the  Melican  man  you  work 
for?"  continued  Mosely,  after  a  slight  pause. 

"  Dickee  Dewee,"  answered  Ki  Sing,  repeating  the 
familiar  name  applied  by  Bradley  to  the  invalid. 
The  name  seemed  still  more  odd  as  the  Chinaman 
pronounced  it. 

"Well,  he's  got  a  queer  name,  that's  all  I  can 
Bay,"  continued  Mosely.     "What's  your  name?" 
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"Ki  Sing." 

"Ki  Sing?  How's  Mrs.  Ki  Sing?"  asked  Mosely, 
who  was  disposed,  like  the  cat,  to  play  with  his 
yictim   before   turning   and   rending  him. 

"Me  got  no  wifee,"  said  the  Chinaman,  stolidly. 

"Then  you're  in  the  market.  Do  you  want  to 
marry  ?" 

"  Me  no  want  to  mally  ?" 

"So  much  the  worse  for  the  ladies.  Well,  as  to 
this   Dickee,  as  you  call  him?     What  does  he  do?" 

"  He  sick — lie  down  on  bedee." 

"  He's  sick,  is  he  ?     What's  the  matter  with  him  V* 

"Fall  down  and  hurt  leggee." 

"  Oh,  that  was  it  ?  What  did  he  do  before  he  hurt 
himself?" 

"  Dig  gold." 

Bill  Mosely  became  more  interested.  "  Did  he  find 
much  gold  ?"  he  asked  eagerly. 

"Yes,  muchee,"  answered  Ki  Sing,  unsuspiciously. 

"  Does  he  keep  it  with  him  ?" 

BUI  Mosely  betrayed  a  little  too  much  interest 
when  he  asked  this  question,  and  the  Chinaman, 
hitherto  unsuspicious,   became  on   his   guard. 
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*  Why   you   wantee    know  ?"   he   asked    shrewdly. 

"  Do  you  dare  give  me  any  of  your  back  talk,  you 
yellow  heathen?"  exclaimed  Mosely,  angrily.  "An- 
swer my  question,  or  I'll  chaw  you  up  in  less'n  a 
minute." 

"  What  you  ask  V  said  Ki  Sing,  innocently. 

"  You  know  well  enough.  Where  does  this  Dickee 
keep  the  gold  he  found  before  he  met  with  an  ac- 
cident?" 

"He  no  tellee  me,"   answered  Ki  Sing. 

This  might  be  true,  so  that  Mosely  did  not  feel 
sure  that  the  Chinaman's  ignorance  was  feigr  d. 
Still,  he  resolved  to  push  the  inquiry,  in  the  h  pe 
of  eliciting  some  information  that  might  be  of 
value,  for  already  a  plan  had  come  into  his  nr  od 
which  was  in  accordance  with  his  general  chara  ier 
and  reputation — that  of  relieving  the  invalid  of 
his  hoard  of  gold-dust 

"  Where  do  you  think  he  keeps  the  gold,  JoL  t  V* 
he  asked  mildly. 

Ki  Sing  looked  particularly  vacant  as  he  expressed 
his  ignorance  on  this  subject 

"Has  he  got  a  cabin  up  there?"  asked  Moeelj, 
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"Yes." 

"And  how  far  might  it  be?" 

"Long  way,"  answered  Ki  Sing,  who  wished  to 
divert  Mosely  from  the  plan  which  the  faithful  ser- 
vant could  see  he  had  in  view. 

Bill  Mosely  was  keen  enough  to  understand  the 
Chinaman's  meaning,  and  answered,  "  Long  or  not, 
I  will  go  and  see  your  master.  I  am  a  doctor," 
he  added,  winking  to  Hadley,  "and  perhaps  I  can 
help  him. — Ain't  I  a  doctor,  Tom?" 

"I  should  say  so,"  answered  Hadley,  whose  re- 
spect for  truth  did  not  interfere  with  his  corroborat- 
ing in  his  usual  style  anything  which  his  compan- 
ion saw  fit  to  assert. 

Ki  Sing  did  not  express  any  opinion  on  the  sub- 
ject of  Bill  Mosely's  medical  pretensions,  though 
he  was  quite  incredulous. 

"Lead  the  way,  John,"  said  Mosely. 

"Where  me  go?"  asked  the  Chinaman  inno- 
cently. 

"Go?  Go  to  the  cabin  where  your  master  lives, 
and  that  by  the  shortest  path.     Do  you  hear?" 

"  Yes." 
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Ki  Sing,  however,  still  faithful  to  the  man  who 
had  befriended  him  in  the  hour  of  danger,  did  not 
direct  his  course  toward  Richard  Dewey's  cabin, 
but  guided  the  two  adventurers  in  a  different  di- 
rection. The  course  he  took  was  a  circuitous  one, 
taking  him  no  farther  away  from  the  cabin,  but 
encircling  the  summit  and  drawing  no  nearer  to 
it.  He  hoped  that  the  two  men,  whose  purpose 
he  suspected  was  not  honest  nor  friendly,  would 
become  tired  and  would  give  up  the  quest 

He  did  not,  however,  understand  the  perseve- 
rance of  Mosely  when  he  felt  that  he  was  on  the 
scent  of  gold. 

Finally,  Mosely  spoke.  "  John,"  he  said,  "  is  the 
cabin  near  by?" 

Ki  Sing  shook  his  head.  "Long  way,"  he  an- 
swered. 

"How  did  you  happen  to  get  so  far  away  from 
it,  then,  I  should  like  to  know  ?"  and  he  examined 
the  face  of  his  guide  sharply. 

But  Ki  Sing's  broad  face  seemed  utterly  void 
of  expression  as,  neglecting  to  answer  the  question, 
he  reiterated  his  statement,  "  Housee  long  way." 
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"The  man's  a  fool,  Tom,"  said  Mosely,  turning 
to  his  companion. 

"I  should  say  so,"  was  all  the  help  he  got  from 
Hadley. 

"Do  you  know  what  I  mean  to  do,  Hadley? — 
Here,  you  yellow  mummy,  go  a  little  ahead."  (The 
Chinaman  did  so.) — "There's  a  bonanza  up  there 
in  that  cabin,  wherever  it  is.  The  Chinaman  says 
that  this  man  with  the  queer  name  had  got  out  a 
good  deal  of  gold  before  he  met  with  an  accident — 
broke  his  leg,  likely.  Well,  it  stands  to  reason  he's 
got  the  gold  now.  There  ain't  no  chance  here  of 
sendin'  off  the  dust,  and  of  course  he's  got  it  hid 
somewhere  in  his  cabin.  Do  you  see  the  point, 
Tom?" 

"I  should  say  so." 

"And  I  should  say  so  too.  It  strikes  me  as  a 
particularly  good  chance.  This  man  is  disabled  and 
helpless.  He  can't  prevent  us  walking  off  with  hia 
gold,  can  he?" 

"  Suppose  he  won't  tell  us  where  it  is  ?"  suggested 
Tom  Hadley  with  extraordinary  mental  acuteness. 

"  Why,  we'll  knock  him  on  the  head  or  put  a  bul- 


A  BOY'S  SEARCH  FOR  FORTUNE.  43 

let  in  him,  Hadley.  It's  a  pity  if  two  fire-eaters 
like  us  can't  tackle  a  man  with  a  broken  leg.  What 
do  you  say?" 

"  I  should  say  so." 

Fifteen  minutes  more  passed,  and  they  seemed 
to  be  getting  no  nearer  their  destination.  At  any 
rate,  no  cabin  was  in  sight.  Ki  Sing  on]y  answered, 
when  interrogated,  uLong  way." 

"Hadley,"  said  Bill  Mosely,  "I  begin  to  believe 
that  heathen's   misleading  us.     What  do  you   say?" 

"I  should  say  so." 

"  Then  I'll  attend  to  his  case. — Here,  you  heathen  !" 

"Whatee  want?" 

Bill  Mosely  sprang  from  his  mustang,  seized  Ki 
Sing,  and,  in  spite  of  howls,  with  Hadley's  assistance 
tied  him  to  a  small  tree  with  a  strong  cord  he  had 
in  his  pocket. 

"  That  disposes  of  you,  my  friend,"  he  said,  mount- 
ing his  mustang.  "I  think  we  shall  find  the  cabin 
better  without  you." 

The  two  men  rode  off,  leaving  poor  Ki  Sing  in 
what  appeared,  considering  the  loneliness  of  the 
spot,   to   be  hopeless   captivity. 
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CHAPTER   V. 

FURTHER   ADVENTURES   OF   BILL   MOSELY. 

Bill  Mosely  and  his  companion  pushed  on  after 
leaving  the  poor  Chinaman  tied  to  the  tree. 

"The  yellow  heathen  may  starve,  for  all  I  care," 
said  Mosely,  carelessly.  "It's  all  his  own  fault 
Why  didn't  he  speak  up  like  a  man  and  tell  me 
what  I  wanted  to  know?" 

"I  should  say  so,"  chimed  in  Tom  Hadley. 

"  The  question  is  now, '  Whereabouts  is  that  cabin 
we  are  in  search  of?' " 

Hadley  appeared  to  have  no  idea,  and  no  sugges- 
tion to  offer. 

"It  strikes  me  it  must  be  somewhere  near  the 
top  of  the  mountain,"  said  Mosely.  "  What  do 
you   say?" 

"  I  should  say  so." 

"  Then  we'll  take  the  shortest  way  to  the  summit 
I  tell   you,  Tom,  we're   on  the  track  of  something 
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rich.  We'll  take  all  this  fellow's  gold-dust,  and  he 
can't  help  himself.  It'll  be  richer  than  any  claim 
we've  worked  yet,  if  it  pans  out  as  well  as  I  expect 
—eh,  Tom?" 

"  I  should  say  so,  Bill,"  answered  Hadley,  with  an 
expression  of  interest. 

"  I  tell  you,  Tom,"  said  Bill  Mosely,  complacently, 
"you  were  in  luck  when  you  fell  in  with  me. 
We've  done  pretty  well  since  we  j'ined  hosses,  pard." 
"I  should  say  so — but,"  added  Hadley,  after  a 
pause,  "  it  would  go  hard  with  us  if  we  got  caught" 
"We  don't  mean  to  get  caught,"  said  Mosely, 
promptly.  "As  for  this  new  job,  there's  no  danger 
in  it.  This  man  is  down  with  a  broken  leg,  and 
he  can't  help  our  taking  his  gold.  The  Chinaman's 
out  of  the  way,  and  we've  got  a  clear  field.  Take 
a  good  look,  Tom,  for  your  eyes  are  better  than 
mine,  and  tell  me  if  you  see  anything  that  look* 
like   a   cabin    anywhere   around?" 

This  inquiry  was  made  some  twenty  minutes  after 
they  had  left  Ki  Sing.  They  had  pursued  a  circuit- 
one  course,  or  in  half  the  time  they  might  have  been 
m  near  the  cabin  as  they  now  were. 
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Tom  Hadley  didn't  answer  in  his  customary  phrase, 
but  instead  raised  himself  erect  on  his  mustang  and 
looked  sharply  about  him. 

"  Well  ?"  demanded  Mosely,  impatiently. 

"I  don't  see  anything  that  looks  like  a  cabin/ 
said  Hadley,  deliberately,  "  but  I  think  I  see  smoke." 

"  Where  ?"  asked  his  companion  in  an  eager  tone. 

"  There,"  said  Tom  Hadley,  pointing  with  his  whip 
in  a  particular  direction. 

Mosely  strained  his  eyes,  but  he  was  a  trifle  near- 
sighted and  could  see  nothing. 

"  I  can't  see  anything,"  he  said,  "  but  that  proves 
nothing.  If  there's  smoke,  there's  a  house.  There's 
no  question  about  that,  and  there's  not  likely  to  be 
more  than  one  cabin  about  here.  Steer  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  smoke,  Tom,  and  I'll  follow  in  your 
tracks.  My  horse  is  getting  tired;  he'll  be  glad 
to   rest  for   the  night." 

"Will  it  be  safe?"  queried  Hadley. 

"  Safe  enough.  The  Chinaman  is  disposed  of,  and 
as  for  this  broken-legged  Dewey,  we'll  bind  him 
fast  and  set  him  outside  of  the  cabin  while  we  make 
ourselves   comfortable   within.     I   shall    be   sorry   to 
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inconvenience  him,  but  when  a  man  has  company 
he  must  expect  to  be  put  out — eh,  Tom  ?" 

"I  should  say  so,  Bill." 

The  twc  worthy  gentlemen  kept  on  their  way  till, 
making  a  sudden  turn,  the  house,  which  had  hither- 
to been  concealed  from  them  by  a  cliff,  stood  plainly 
revealed. 

"  There  it  is,  Tom !"  cried  Mosely,  joyfully.  "  We've 
found  it,  in  spite  of  that  lying  heathen.  It  seems 
good  to  see  a  house  after  wandering  about  for  weeks 
without  a  chance  to  sleep  under  a  roof — eh,  Tom?" 

"I  should  say  so,  Bill." 

It  will  be  observed  that  Mr.  William  Mosely  was 
fond  of  designating  Ki  Sing  as  a  heathen,  evidently 
appreciating  his  own  superiority  as  a  Christian.  Yet 
I  am  inclined  to  think  that  a  heathen  like  the  China- 
man possessed  more  moral  worth  than  a  dozen  Chris- 
tians of  the  type  of  Mosely.  From  youth  he  had 
preyed  upon  the  community,  and  his  aim  had  beeD 
to  get  a  living  in  any  way  that  did  not  involve  labor. 
Honesty  was  an  obsolete  word  in  his  vocabulary,  and 
a  successful  theft  yielded  him  a  satisfaction  such  as 
ether  men  derive  from  the  consciousness  of  well-doing 
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In  fact,  Mosely's  moral  nature  was  warped,  and  there 
was  very  little  chance  of  his  reformation; 

Now  that  the  cabin  was  near  at  hand,  the  two 
men  did  not  quicken  their  speed,  for  the  ascent 
was   somewhat  steep   and   their  animals  were  tired 

"Take  it  easy,  Tom.  The  whole  thing's  in  our 
hands:  Wonder  whether  Dewey's  expectin'  vis- 
itors?" he  added,  chuckling.  "I  say,  Hadley,  he'll 
be  glad  to  see  us — don't  you  think  so?" 

"I  should  say  so,"  returned  Hadley,  before  the 
joke  dawned  upon  him. 

"  You  see,  we  are  going  to  relieve  him  of  the  care 
of  that  gold-dust  of  his.  We're  two  bankers  from 
'Frisco,  that's  what  we  are,  and  we'll  take  care  of 
all  the  gold-dust  we  can  take  in." 

11 1  shall  want  my  half,"  said  Tom  Hadley,  unex- 
pectedly deviating  from  his  customary  formula. 

Mosely  shrugged  his  shoulders.  He  did  not  quite 
like  this  new  disposition  of  Hadley's  to  look  after 
his  own  interests,  but  at  present  did  not  think  it 
politic  to  say  much  about  it.  Though  Tom  Hadley 
had  generally  been  subservient  to  him,  he  knew  very 
well  that  if  any  difficulty  should  arise  between  them 
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Tom  would  be  a  formidable  antagonist.  Fortunately 
for  him,  Hadley  did  not  know  bis  own  power,  or  be 
would  not  bave  remained  in  subjection  to  a  man 
wbom  be  could  have  overcome  bad  he  been  so  dis- 
posed. He  did  not  fully  believe  Bill  Mosely's  ridicu- 
lous boasts  of  his  own  prowess,  but  he  was  neverthe- 
less disposed  to  overrate  the  man  who  made  so  many 
pretensions.  All  he  asked  was  a  fair  share  of  the 
booty  which  the  two  together  managed  to  secure, 
and   this   he  had   made   up   his  mind   to   have. 

They  reached  the  cabin  at  last,  and  halted  their 
horses  before  the  door. 

Both  sprang  off,  and  Bill  Mosely,  with  a  sign  to 
his  companion  to  remain  in  charge  of  them,  entered 
at  the  open  door. 

"Is  that  you,  Ki  Sing?"  asked  Dewey,  whose 
face  was   turned   toward   the   wall. 

Bill  Mosely  could  not  tell  from  the  way  he  lay 
on  the  pallet,  covered  with  a  blanket,  whether  his 
leg  were  broken  or  not,  but  believed  that  this  was 
the  case.  "That  doesn't  happen  to  be  my  name, 
stranger ,"  he   answered. 

Richard    Dewey  turned   suddenly  on  his   low  bed 
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and  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  intruder.  "  Who  are  you  ? 
what  do  you  want?"  he  demanded  suspiciously. 

"  I  thought  I'd  come  round  and  make  you  a  call, 
being  in  the  neighborhood,"  answered  Mosely,  with 
a  smile. 

"Who  are  you?" 

"Well,  I'm  not  the  President  of  the  United 
States,  nor  I  ain't  Queen  Victoria,  as  I  know  of," 
said  Mosely. 

"  You  look  more  like  a  horse-thief,"  said  Richard 
Dewey,  bluntly. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  insult  me  ?"  exclaimed  Bill 
Mosely,   fiercely.     "  Do   you   know  who   I   am  V 

Dewey  was  not  easily  frightened,  and  he  answered 
coolly,  "You  haven't  told  me  yet." 

"Well,  I'm  Bill  Mosely  from  the  State  of  Mis- 
souri. I'm  a  regular  tearer,  I  am.  I  don't  take  no 
back  talk.     When  a  man  insults  me  I  kill  him." 

"  Very  well.  Now  I  know  who  you  are,"  said 
Uichard  Dewey,  calmly.  "Now,  what  do  you 
want?" 

"How  much  gold-dust  have  you  in  this  cabin? 
We  may  as  well  come  to  business." 
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"None  at  all." 

"  I  know  better.  You  can't  pull  wool  over  my 
eyes.     Your  Chinaman  tells  a  different  story." 

"Ha!  Have  you  seen  Ki  Sing?"  asked  Dewey, 
interested  at  last. 

"  Yes,  I  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  the  heathen 
you  refer  to." 

"Where  is  he  now?     Can  you  tell  me?" 

"To  the  best  of  my  knowledge  he  is  tied  to  a 
tree  a  mile  or  so  from  here,  I  don't  think  he  will 
get  away  very  easily." 

"Scoundrel!  you  shall  answer  for  this!"  ex- 
claimed Richard  Dewey,  springing  to  his  feet,  and 
thereby  showing  that  neither  of  his  legs  was  bro- 
ken. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

AN    UNEQUAL    CONTEST. 

Bill  Mosely  was  decidedly  startled  when  the 
man  whom  he  thought  helpless  sprang  up  so  sud- 
denly and  approached  him  in  a  menacing  manner. 
He  rose  precipitately  from  the  rude  seat  on  which 
he  had  settled  himself  comfortably,  his  face  wear- 
ing an  expression  of  alarm. 

Richard  Dewey  paused  and  confronted  him.  A 
frown  was  on  his  face,  and  he  appeared  very  much 
in  earnest  in  the  question  he  next  asked.  "  Have 
you  dared  to  ill-treat  my  servant,  you  scoundrel?" 
he  demanded. 

44  Look  here,  stranger,"  said  Mosely,  with  a  faint 
attempt  at  bluster,  "you'd  better  take  care  what 
you  say  to  me.     I'm  a  bad  man,  I  am." 

"I  don't  doubt  it,"  said  Dewey,  contemptuously. 

This  was  not  altogether  satisfactory  to  Bill  Mosely, 
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though  it  expressed  confidence  in  the  truth  oi*  his 
statement 

"You  haven't  answered  my  question,"  continued 
Dewey.  "What  have  you  done  with  my  ser- 
vant?" 

"  Perhaps  he  wasn't  your  servant,"  said  Bill  Mose- 
ly,  evasively. 

"There  is  but  one  Chinaman  in  this  neighbor- 
hood," said  Richard  Dewey  impatiently,  "and  he 
is  my  faithful  servant.  Did  you  tie  him  to  a 
tree?" 

"  He  was  impudent  to  me,"  answered  Bill  Mosely, 
uneasily. 

"Ki  Sing  is  never  impudent  to  any  one,"  re- 
turned Dewey,  his  eyes  flashing  with  anger.  "Tell 
me  what  you  did  with  him,  or  I  will  fell  you  to 
the  ground." 

"I  didn't  harm  him,"  said  Bill  Mosely,  hastily. 
"  I  wanted  to  teach  him  a  lesson ;  that  is  all." 

"  And  so  you  tied  him  to  a  tree,  did  you  ?" 

"Yes." 

"Then  go  back  and  release  him  instantly,  :r  it 
will   be  the   worse  for  you.     I   would  go  with  you, 
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to  make  sure  that  you  did  so,  but  my  ankle  ii 
weak      Where  did  you  leave  him?" 

"A  little  way  down  the  hill." 

"  Then  go  at  once  and  release  him.  If  you  fail 
to  do  it,  some  day  I  shall  meet  you  again  and  I 
will  make  you  bitterly  repent  it." 

"All  right,  stranger;  make  your  mind  easy." 

Bill  Mosely  turned  to  leave  the  cabin,  and  Rich- 
ard Dewey  threw  himself  down  on  the  pallet  once 
more. 

But  Mosely  had  no  intention  of  letting  the  mat- 
ter rest  there.  Had  he  been  alone  he  would  not 
have  ventured  on  any  further  conflict  with  Dewey, 
who,  invalid  as  he  was,  had  shown  so  much  spirit; 
but  he  felt  considerable  confidence  in  his  compan- 
ion, who  was  strong  and  powerful. 

He  approached  Tom  Hadley  and  whispered  in  his 
ear.  Tom  nodded  his  head,  and  the  two  stealthily 
approached  the  entrance  again  and  re-entered  the 
cabin. 

Richard  Dewey  had  laid  himself  down  on  the 
pallet,  thinking  that  Bill  Mosely  had  gone  about 
his  business,  when  Tom   Hadley,  who  had  been  as- 
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signed  t^  this  duty  by  his  more  timid  companion, 
threw  himself  upon  the  invalid  and  overpowered 
him. 

"  Perhaps  you'll  insult  a  gentleman  again,"  ex- 
claimed Mosely  tauntingly  as  he  stood  by  and  wit- 
nessed the  ineffectual  struggles  of  Tom's  victim,  who 
had  been  taken  at  disadvantage. — "Here's  the  cord, 
Tom,     Tie  his  hands  and  feet." 

"  You're  contemptible  cowards,"  exclaimed  Dewey. 
"It  takes  two  of  you  to  overpower  a  sick  man." 

"You  don't  look  very  sick,"  said  Mosely,  taunt- 
ingly. 

"  I  have  sprained  my  ankle  or  I  would  defy  both 

of  you." 

"Talk's  cheap!"  retorted  Bill  Mosely. 

"What  is  your  object  in  this  outrageous  assault 
upon  a  stranger?"  demanded  Dewey. 

"We'll  tell  you  presently,"  answered  Mosely.— 
*  Now  tie  his  feet,  Tom." 

"Be  careful  of  my  ankle — it  is  sore  and  sensi- 
tive," said  Dewey,  addressing  himself  to  Tom  Had- 
ley.  "You  need  not  tie  me  further.  In  my  pres- 
ent condition   I   am   no   match   for  you   both.    Tell 
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me  why  it  is  you  have  chosen  to  attack  a  man  wha 
has  never  harmed  you?" 

Tom  Hadley  looked  to  Mosely  to  answer. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  we  want,  Dewey,  if  that  is  your 
name,"  said  the  superior  rascal.  "  We  want  that  gold- 
dust  you've  got  hidden  about  here  somewhere." 

"Who  told  you  I  had  any  gold-dust?"  inqui/ed 
the  invalid. 

"  Your  servant.  He  let  it  out  without  thinking, 
but  when  we  wanted  him  to  guide  us  here,  he 
wouldn't.  That's  why  we  left  him  tied  to  a  tree — 
isn't  it,  Tom?" 

"  I  should  say  so." 

"  Poor  fellow !  I  am  glad  to  hear  he  was  faithful 
even  when  he  found  himself  in  the  power  of  two 
such  ruffians  as  you." 

"Look  here,  Dewey:  don't  give  us  any  of  your 
back  talk.     It  ain't  safe — eh,  Tom?" 

"I  should  say  so,  Bill." 

"  I  intend  to  express  my  opinion  of  you  and  your 
villainous  conduct,"  said  Dewey,  undaunted,  "what- 
ever you  choose  to  call  it.  So  Ki  Sing  wouldn't 
guide  you   here?" 
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"  No,  he  led  us  round  in  a  circle.  When  we  found 
it  out  we  settled  his  hash  pretty  quick — " 

"Like  cowards,  as  you  were." 

"Are  we  going  to  stand  this,  Tom?"  asked  Bill, 
fiercely. 

Tom  Hadley  shrugged  his  shoulder.  He  did  not 
enjoy  what  Bill  Mosely  called  "back  talk"  as  well 
as  his  partner,  and  it  struck  him  as  so  much  waste 
of  time.  He  wanted  to  come  to  business,  and  said 
briefly,  "Where's  the  gold?" 

"Yes,  Dewey,  let  us  know  what  you  have  done 
with  your  gold." 

"So  you  are  thieves,  you  two?" 

"  I  should  say  so,"  interjected  Tom  Hadley. 

"You're  a  fool,"  ejaculated  Bill  Mosely,  frowning. 
"What  makes  you  give  yourself  away?" 

"  Because,"  said  Hadley,  bluntly,  "  we  are  thieves, 
or  we  wouldn't  be  after  this  man's  gold." 

"That  ain't  the  way  to  put  it,"  said  Bill  Mosely, 
who  shrank  from  accepting  the  title  to  which  hia 
actions  entitled  him.  "  We're  bankers  from  'Frisco, 
and  we  are  going  to  take  care  of  Dewey's  gold,  as 
he  ain't  in  a  situation  to  take  care  of  it  himself" 
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"You  are  very  kind,"  said  Dewey,  who,  embar- 
rassing as  his  position  was,  rather  enjoyed  the  hu- 
mor of  the  situation.  "So  you  are  a  banker,  and 
your  friend  a  thief?  I  believe  I  have  more  respect 
for  the  thief,  who  openly  avows  his  objects. — Tom, 
if  that  is  your  name,  I  am  sorry  that  you  are  not 
in  a  better  business.  That  man  is  wholly  bad,  but 
I  believe  you  could  lead  an  honest  life." 

Tom  Hadley  said  nothing,  but  he  looked  thought- 
ful. His  life  had  been  a  lawless  one,  but  he  was 
not  the  thorough-going  scoundrel  that  Bill  Mosely 
was,  and  would  have  been  glad  if  circumstances 
had  favored  a  more  creditable  mode  of   life. 

"We're  wastin*  time,  Dewey,"  said  Bill  Mosely. 
"Where's   the   gold-dust?" 

"Sure  you  know  I  have  it?  I  leave  you  to  find  it 
for  yourself,"  answered  the  sick  man,  who  was  never 
lacking  for  courage,  and  did  not  tremble,  though 
whollv   in   the   power   of   these   men. 

"What  shall  we  do,  Tom?"  asked  Mosely. 

"Hunt  for  the  gold,"  suggested  Tom  Hadley. 

If  Mosely  had  judged  it  of  any  use  to  threaten 
Dewey,   he   would    have    done  so,   hoping  to    foroe 
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him  to  reveal  the  hiding-place  of  the  gold ;  but 
the  undaunted  spirit  thus  far  displayed  by  his  vic- 
tim convinced  him  that  the  attempt  would  be  un- 
successful. He  therefore  proceeded,  with  the  help 
of  his  companion,  to  search  the  hut.  The  floor 
was  of  earth,  and  he  occupied  himself  in  digging 
down  into  it,  considering  that  the  most  likely 
place  of  concealment  for  the  treasure. 

Richard  Dewey  watched  the  work  going  on  in 
silence. 

"  If  only  Ben  and  Bradley  would  come  back," 
he  said  to  himself,  "  I  should  soon  be  free  of  these 
rascals.  They  won't  find  the  gold  where  they  are 
looking,  but  I  needn't  tell  them  th&i" 
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CHAPTEK  VIL 

TIED    TO    A    TREE. 

When  Ben  and  his  friend  Bradley  left  the  cabin 
in  search  of  Ki  Sing,  they  were  puzzled  to  fix  upon 
the  direction  in  which  it  was  best  to  go.  There 
was  no  particular  reason  to  decide  in  favor  of  any 
one  against  the  others. 

"  Shall  we  separate,  Jake,  or  shall  we  go  together  ?" 
asked  Ben. 

"I  think  we  had  better  stick  together,  Ben, 
Otherwise,  if  one  succeeds  he  won't  have  any  way 
of  letting  the  other  know." 

"  That's  true." 

"Besides,  we  may  need  each  other's  help,"  added 
Bradley. 

"You  mean  in  case  Ki  Sing  has  met  with  an 
accident  V* 

"Well,  no;  I  don't  exactly  mean  that,  Ben." 
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"  Perhaps,"  said  Ben,  laughing,  "  you  think  two 
pairs  of  eyes  better  than  one." 

"  That's  true,  Ben ;  but  you  haven't  caught  my 
idea." 

"  Then,  suppose  you  catch  it  for  me  and  give  me 
the  benefit  of  it." 

"I  think,"  said  Bradley,  not  smiling  at  this  sally 
of  Ben's,  "  that  our  Chinese  friend  has  fallen  in 
with  some  rough  fellows  who  have  done  him 
harm." 

"I  hope  not,"  said  Ben,  sobered  by  this  sug- 
gestion. 

"  So  do  I.  Ki  Sing  is  a  good  fellow,  if  he  is  a 
heathen,  and  I'd  like  to  scalp  the  man  that  ill- 
treats  him." 

"There  are  not  many  travellers  among  these 
mountains." 

"No,  but  there  are  some.  Some  men  are  always 
pulling  up  stakes  and  looking  for  better  claims. 
Besides,  we  are  here,  and  why  shouldn't  others 
come  here  as  well?" 

"  That  is  so." 

"I   think,   Ben,   we'll  keep   along   in   this    direc- 
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tion,"  said  Bradley,  indicating  a  path  on  the  east- 
ern slope  of  the  hill.  "I  haven't  any  particular 
reason  for  it,  but  I've  got  a  sort  of  idea  that  this 
is  the  right  way." 

"All  right,  Jake;  I  will  be  guided  by  you.  I 
hope  you're  mistaken  about  Ki  Sing's  fate.  Why 
couldn't  he  have  fallen  and  sprained  his  ankle, 
like  Mr.  Dewey?" 

"  Of  course  hi  could,  but  it  isn't  likely  he  has." 

"Why  not?" 

"  Because  Chinamen,  I  have  always  noticed,  are 
cautious  and  supple.  They  are  some  like  cats; 
they  fall  on  their  feet.  They  are  not  rash  like 
white  men,  but  know  better  how  to  take  care  of 
their  lives  and  limbs.  That's  why  I  don't  think  Ki 
Sing  has  tumbled  down  or  hurt  himself  in  any 
way." 

"Of  course  he  wouldn't  leave  us  without  notice," 
said  Ben,  musingly. 

"Certainly  not:  that  isn't  Ki  Sing's  way.  He's 
faithful  to  Dick  Dewey,  and  won't  leave  him  as 
long  as  Dick  is  laid  up.  I  never  had  much  idea  of 
Chinamen  before,  and  I  don't  know  as  I  have  now, 
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but  Ki  Sing  is  a  good  fellow,  whatever  you  may 
Bay  of  his  countrymen.  They're  not  all  honest.  I 
was  once  robbed  by  a  Chinaman,  but  I'll  bet  some- 
thing on  Ki  Sing.  He  might  have  robbed  Dick 
when  he  was  helpless  and  dependent,  before  we 
came  along,  but  he  didn't  do  it.  There  are  plenty 
of  white  men  you  couldn't  say  that  of." 

"For  instance,  the  gentlemen  who  stole  our 
horses." 

"It  makes  me  mad  whenever  I  think  of  that 
little  transaction,"  said  Bradley.  "  As  for  that  brag- 
gart, Mosely,  he'll  come  to  grief  some  of  these 
days.  He'll  probably  die  with  his  boots  on  and 
his  feet  some  way  from  the  ground.  Before  that 
happens  I'd  like  a  little  whack  at  him  myself." 

"I  owe  him  a  debt  too,"  said  Ben.  "His  run- 
ning off  with  my  mustang  cost  me  a  good  many 
weary  hours.  But  hark!  what's  that?"  said  Ben, 
suddenly. 

"What's  what?" 

"I  thought  I  heard  a  cry," 

"Where  away?" 

w  To  the  left." 
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Jake  Bradley  halted  and  inclined  his  ear  te 
listen. 

"  Ben,"  said  he,  looking  up,  "  I  believe  we're  on 
the  scent.  That  cry  came  either  from  a  China- 
man or  a  cat." 

Ben  couldn't  help  laughing,  in  spite  of  the  ap- 
prehensions which  the  words  of  his  companion 
suggested.     "Let  us  push  on,  then,"  he  said. 

Three  minutes  later  the  two  came  in  sight  of 
poor  Ki  Sing,  chafing  in  his  forced  captivity  and 
making  ineffectual  attempts  to  release  himself  from 
liis  confinement. 

"That's  he,  sure  enough,"  exclaimed  Jake  Brad- 
ley, excited.     "The  poor  fellow's  regularly  treed." 

The  Chinaman  had  not  yet  seen  the  approach 
©f  his  friends,  for  he  happened  to  be  looking  in 
another  direction. 

"Ki  Sing!"  called  Ben. 

An  expression  of  relief  and  joy  overspread  the 
aountenance  of  the  unfortunate  captive  when  he 
saw  our  hero  and  Bradley. 

"How  came  you  here,  Ki  Sing?"  asked  Brad- 
ley,    "  Did  you  tie  yourself  to  the  tree  V 
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"  No,  no,"  replied  the  Chinaman,  earnestly.  "  Vel«* 
ly  bad  men  tie  Ki  Sing." 

"How  many  of  them  bad  men  were  there f 
queried  Bradley. 

"Two." 

"That's  one  apiece  for  us,  Ben,"  said  Bradley, 
"There  a  job  ahead  for  us." 

At  the  same  time  he  busied  himself  in  cutting 
the  cord  that  confined  the  poor  Chinaman  to  the 
tree,  and  Ki  Sing,  with  an  expression  of  great 
relief  and  contentment,  stretched  his  limbs  and 
chafed  his  wrists  and  ankles,  which  were  sore  from 
the  cutting  of  the  cord. 

"  Now,  Ki  Sing,  tell  us  a  little  more  about  them 
men.     What  did  they  look  like?" 

The  Chinaman,  in  the  best  English  he  had  at 
command,  described  the  two  men  who  had  per- 
petrated the  outrage. 

"  Did  you  hear  either  of  them  call  the  other  by 
name?"  inquired  Bradley. 

"  One  Billee :  the  other  Toraraee,"  answered  Ki 
Sing,  who  remembered  the  way  in  which  they  ad- 
dressed each  other. 
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"Why,  those  are  the  names  cf  the  men  who 
srtole  our  horses!"  said  Ben,  in  surprise. 

"That's  so!"  exclaimed  Bradley,  in  excitement. 
"It  would  be  just  like  them  scamps  to  tie  up  a 
poor  fellow  like  Ki  Sing. — I  say,  Ki,  did  them  fel- 
lows have  horses?" 

"Yes,"  answered  the  Chinaman. 

"I  believe  they're  the  very  fellows,"  cried  Brad- 
ley. "I  hope  they  are,  for  there's  a  chance  of 
overhauling  them. — Why  did  they  tie  you,  Ki 
Sing?" 

Ki  Sing  explained  that  they  had  tried  to  in- 
duce him  to  guide  them  to  Richard  Dewey's  cab- 
in, but  that  he  was  sure  they  wanted  to  steal  his 
gold,  and  he  had  led  them  astray. 

"  That's  the  sort  of  fellow  Ki  Sing  is,"  said  Brad- 
ley, nodding  to  Ben ;  "  you  see,  he  wouldn't  betray 
his  master." 

"  So  they  tie  me  to  tlee,"  continued  the  poor  fel- 
low.    "I  thought  I  stay  here  all  night." 

"You  didn't  take  us  into  the  account,  Ki  Sing. 
When  these  scoundrels  left  you  where  did  they  go?" 

Ki  Sing  pointed. 
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"And  you  think  they  went  in  search  of  the 
cabin?" 

"Yes — they  say  so." 

"Did  they  know  we  were  there — Ben  and  If 

"No;  me  only  say  Dickee  Dewey." 

"Did  you  say  that  Dewey  was  sick?" 

"Yes." 

"  It  is  clear,"  said  Bradley,  turning  to  Ben,  "  that 
them  rascals  were  bent  on  mischief.  From  what  Ki 
Sing  told  them  they  concluded  that  Dewey  would 
be  unable  to  resist  them,  and  that  they  would  have 
a  soft  thing  stealing  his  gold-dust" 

"  They  may  have  found  the  cabin  and  be  at  work 
there  now,"  suggested  Ben. 

"  So  they  may,"  answered  Bradley,  hastily.  "  What 
a  fool  I  am  to  be  chattering  here  when  Dick  may 
be  in  danger! — Stir  your  stumps,  Ki  Sing.  We're 
goin'  back  to  the  cabin  as  fast  as  our  legs  can 
carry  us.  I  only  hope  we'll  be  in  time  to  catch 
the  scoundrels." 

Not  without  anxiety  the  three  friends  retraced 
their  steps  toward  the  little  mountain-hut  which 
was   at   present   their   only   home. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

TURNING   THE   TABLES. 

When  the  three  friends  came  in  view  of  the 
cabin,  the  first  sight  which  attracted  their  attention 
was  the  two  mustangs,  who  stood,  in  patient  enjoy- 
ment of  the  rest  they  so  much  needed,  just  outside. 
Their  unlawful  owners,  as  we  know,  were  engaged 
inside  in  searching  for  gold-dust,  without  the  slight- 
est apprehension  or  expectation  of  interference. 

"That's  my  mustang,"  exclaimed  Bradley  in  a 
tone  of  suppressed  excitement.  "I  never  looked  to 
lay  eyes  on  him  again,  but,  thank  the  Lord!  the 
thief  has  walked  into  a  trap  which  I  didn't  set  for 
him.     We'll  have  a  reckoning,  and  that  pretty  soon." 

"How  do  you  know  it's  your  mustang?"  asked 
Ben. 

"  There's  a  white  spot  on  the  left  flank.  The  other 
one's  yours :  I  know  it  by  his  make,  though  I  can't 
lay  hold  of  any  sign.     Even  if  I  didn't  know  him, 
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his  bein'  in  company  with  mine  makes  it  staDd  to 
reason  that  it  belongs  to  you." 

"I  shall  be  glad  to  have  it  again,"  said  Ben, 
*but   we   may   have   a    tussle   for   them." 

"I'm  ready,"  said  Jake  Bradley,  grimly. 

By  this  time  they  had  come  to  a  halt  to  consider 
the  situation. 

"I  don't  hear  anything,"  said  Bradley,  listening 
intently.  "I  expect  the  skunks  must  be  inside. 
Pray   Heaven   they  haven't  harmed   poor   Dewey!" 

Just  then  Dewey's  voice  was  heard,  and  they 
were  so  near  that  they  could   distinguish  his  words* 

"  Well,  gentlemen,"  he  said,  "  how  are  you  getting 
on?     Have  you  found  anything  yet?" 

"  No,  curse  it !"  responded  Mosely.  "  Suppose  you 
give  us  a  hint." 

"Thank  you,  but  I  don't  see  how  that's  going  to 
benefit  me.  If  you  find  the  money  you  mean  to  take 
it,  don't  you?" 

"  I  should  say  so,"  answered  Tom  Hadley,  frankly., 

Richard  Dewey  smiled.  "  I  commend  your  frank- 
ness," he  said.  "Well,  you  can't  expect  a  man  to 
assist  in  robbing  himself,  can  you?" 
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"You're  mighty  cool,"  growled  Bill  Mosely. 

"On  the  contrary,  my  indignation  is  very  warm, 
J  assure  you." 

"  Look  here,  Dewey,"  said  Mosely,  pausing :  "  I'm 
goin'  to  make  you  a  proposition." 

"Go  3n." 

"Of  course  we  shall  find  this  gold-dust  of  yours, 
but  it's  rather  hard  and  troublesome  work;  so  I'll 
tell  you  what  we'll  do.  If  you'll  tell  us  where  to 
find  it,  we'll  leave  a  third  of  it  for  you.  That'll  be 
square,  won't  it  ?  One  part  for  me,  one  for  my  pard, 
and  one  for  you?    What  do  you  say?" 

"  That  you  are  very  kind  to  allow  me  a  third  of 
what  belongs  wholly  to  me.  But  even  if  I  should 
think  this  a  profitable  arrangement  to  enter  into, 
how  am  I  to  feel  secure  against  your  carrying  off 
all  of  the  treasure?" 

"  You  can  trust  to  the  honor  of  a  gentleman,"  said 
Mr.  William  Mosely,  pompously. 

"Meaning  you?"  asked  Dewey,  with  a  laugh. 

"Meaning  me,  of  course,  and  when  perhaps  for 
myself,  perhaps  for  my  pard  also — eh,  Tom?" 

"I  should  say  so,  Bill." 
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"I've  heard  there's  honor  among  thieves,"  said 
Dewey,  smiling,  "and  this  appears  to  be  an  illus- 
tration of  it.  Well,  gentlemen,  I'm  sorry  to  say  I 
don't  feel  that  confidence  in  your  honor  or  your 
word  which  would  justify  me  in  accepting  your 
kind   proposal." 

"Do  you  doubt  my  word?"  blustered  Mosely. 

"  I  feel  no  doubt  on  the  subject,"  answered  Dewey. 

"  I  accept  your  apology,"  said  Mosely ;  "  it's  lucky 
you  made  it.  Me  and  my  friend  don't  stand  no  in- 
sults. We  don't  take  no  back  talk.  We're  bad  men 
when  we  get  into  a  scrimmage — eh,  Tom?" 

"I  don't  doubt  your  word  in  the  least,"  said 
Dewey.  "It  gives  me  pleasure  to  assent  cordially 
to  the  description  you  give  of  yourselves." 

Tom  Hadley,  who  was  rather  obtuse,  took  this  as 
a  compliment,  but  Mosely  was  not  altogether  clear 
whether  Dewey  was  not  chaffing  them.  "That 
sounds  all  right,"  said  he,  suspiciously,  "  if  you  mean 
it." 

"Oh,  set  your  mind  quite  at  rest  on  that  subject, 
Bill,  if  that  is  your  name.  You  may  be  sure  that 
I  mean  everything  I  say." 
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"  Then  you  won't  give  us  a  hint  where  to  dig  ?" 

"I  am  sorry  to  disoblige  you,  but  I  really 
couldn't" 

"D:  you  hear  that,  Ben?"  3aid  Jake  Bradley, 
his  mouth  distended  with  a  grin.  "Dick's  chaffin' 
them  scoundrels,  and  they  can't  see  it  It  looks 
as  if  they  was  huntin'  for  the  gold-dust.  They 
haven't  found  anything  yet,  and  they  haven't  hurt 
Dick,  or  he  wouldn't  talk  as  cool  as  he  does." 

There  was  a  brief  conference,  and  then  the  first 
movement  was  made  by  the  besieging-party. 

Ki  Sing,  by  Bradley's  direction,  walked  to  the 
entrance  of  the  hut  and  looked  placidly  in. 

As  Mosely  looked  up  he  saw  the  Chinaman's  face 
looking  like  a  full  moon,  and  for  an  instant  he  was 
stupefied.  He  could  not  conceive  how  his  victim 
could   have   escaped   from  his   captivity. 

"  Tom,"  he  ejaculated,  pointing  to  the  doorway, 
"look   there!" 

"  I  should  say  so !"  ejaculated  Tom  Hadley,  no 
less  surprised  than  his  friend. 

1  How  did  you  get  here?"  demanded  Bill  Mosely, 
addressing  the  Chinaman. 
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"Me  walk  up  hill,"  answered  Ki  Sing,  with  a 
bland  smile. 

"How  did  you  get  away  from  the  tree?  That's 
what  I  mean,  you  stupid." 

"Fliend  come  along — cut  stling,"  answered  the 
Chinaman,  pronouncing  his  words  in  Mongolian 
fashion. 

Bill  Mosely  was  startled.  So  Ki  Sing  had  a 
friend.  Was  the  friend  with  him?  "Where  is 
your  friend?"   he   asked   abruptly. 

"That  my  fliend,"  said  the  crafty  Ki  Sing,  point- 
ing to  his  master  on  the  pallet  in  the  corner. 

"  Yes,  Ki  Sing,"  said  Dewey,  "  we  are  friends  and 
will  remain  so,  my  good  fellow." 

Though  he  did  not  quite  understand  why  Ben  and 
Jake  Bradley  did  not  present  themselves,  he  felt  sure 
that  they  were  close  at  hand,  and  that  his  unwelcome 
visitors  would  very  soon  find  it  getting  hot  for  them. 

"  Look  here,  you  yellow  baboon  I"  said  Bill  Mosely, 
angrily,  "  you  know  what  I  mean.  This  man  here 
didn't  free  you  from  the  tree.  Anyway,  you  were 
a  fool  to  come  back.  Do  you  know  what  I  am  going 
to  do  with  vou?" 
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Ki  Sing  shook  his  head  placidly. 

"I  am  going  to  tie  you  hand  and  foot  and  roll 
you  down  hill.  You'd  better  have  stayed  where 
you   were." 

"No  want  loll  down  hillee,"  said  the  Chinaman, 
without,  however,  betraying  any  fear. 

"  I  sha'n't  ask  whether  you  like  it  or  not.  But 
stop!  Perhaps  you  can  help  us.  Do  you  know 
where   the  gold-dust   is?" 

"Yes,"  answered  Ki  Sing. 

Bill  Mosely's  face  lighted  up  with  pleasure.  He 
thought  he  saw  the  way  out  of  his  difficulty. 

"That's  the  very  thing!"  he  cried,  turning  to 
his  partner— "eh,   Tom?" 

"I  should  say  so,  Bill." 

"Just  show  us  where  it  is,  and  we  won't  do  you 
any  harm." 

"  If  my  fliend,  Dickee  Dewee,  tell  me  to,  I  will," 
Baid  Ki  Sing. 

Dewey,  thus  appealed  to,  said,  "  No,  Ki  Sing ; 
they  only  want  to  rob  me,  and  I  am  not  willing  to 
have  you  show  them." 

"You'd  better  shut  up,  Dewey,"  said  Mosely,  in- 
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golently ;  "  you're  a  dead  duck,  and  you're  only  get- 
tin'  this  foolish  heathen  into  trouble.  We've  got 
tired   of   waitin'   'round   here,   and — " 

"  I  am  ready  to  excuse  you  any  time,"  said 
Dewey.  "Don't  stay  on  my  account,  I  beg.  In 
fact,  the  sooner  you  leave  the  better  it  will  please 
me. 

Bill  Mosely,  who  didn't  fancy  Dewey's  sarcasm, 
frowned  fiercely  and  turned  again  to  Ki  Sing.  "  Will 
you  show  us  or  not  ?"  he  demanded. 

"  Velly  solly,"  said  Ki  Sing,  with  a  childish  smile, 
"but  Dickee  Dewee  won't  let  me." 

With  an  oath  Mosely  sprang  to  the  doorway  and 
tried  to  clutch  the  Chinaman,  when  the  latter  slid 
to  one  side  and  Jake  Bradley  confronted  him. 

"You'd  better  begin  with  me,  Bill  Mosely,"  he 
said. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 
bradley's  signal  victory. 

Bill  Mosely  started  back  as  if  he  had  seen  a 
rattlesnake,  and  stared  at  Jake  Bradley  in  min- 
gled surprise  and  dismay. 

"You  didn't  expect  to  see  me,  I  reckon?"  said 
Bradley,  dryly. 

Mosely  still  stared  at  him,  uncertain  what  to 
say  or  what  to  do. 

"  I  take  it  very  kind  of  you  to  bring  back  the 
hosses  you  borrowed  a  few  weeks  since.  You  took 
'em  rather  sudden,  without  askin'  leave;  it  was  a 
kind  of  oversight  on  your  part." 

"I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  answered  Mose- 
ly, determined  to  brazen  it  out  and  keep  the  horses 
if  possible,  for  he  was  lazy  and  a  pedestrian  tramp 
would  not  have  suited  him  very  well. 

"You  know  what  I  mean  well  enough,  Bill  Mose- 
ly.    If  you   don't,  them   mustangs   outside   may  re- 
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fresh    your    recollection.      They  look   kinder   fagged 
out.     You've  worked  'em  too  hard,  Mosely." 

"  Those  mustangs  are  ours.  We  bought  'em," 
said  Mosely,  boldly.— "  Didn't  we,  Tom?" 

"I  should  say  so,"  remarked  Hadley,  with  strik- 
ing originality. 

"That's  a  lie,  Tom,"  remarked  Bradley,  calmly, 
"  and  you  know  it  as  well  as  I  do." 

"Are  we  goin'  to  stand  that,  Tom?"  blustered 
Mosely,  whose  courage  was  beginning  to  revive, 
as  he  had  thus  far  only  seen  Bradley,  and  con- 
sidered that  the  odds  were  two  to  one  in  his  favor. 
Of  course  the  Chinaman  counted  for  nothing. 

Tom  Hadley  looked  a  little  doubtful,  for  he 
could  see  that  the  enemy,  though  apparently  sin- 
gle-handed, was  a  man  of  powerful  frame  and  ap- 
parently fearless  even  to  recklessness.  He  had  a 
strong  suspicion  that  Bill  Mosely  was  a  coward 
and  would  afford  him  very  little  assistance  in  the 
event  of  a  scrimmage. 

"  If  you  can't  stand  it,"  said  Bradley,  "  sit  down, 
if  you  want  to." 

Thus   far,   Richard    Dewey    had   remained    silent 
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but  he  wished  to  participate  in  the  defence  of 
their  property  if  there  should  be  need,  and  of 
course  must  be  released  first. 

"  Jake,"  said  he,  "  these  follows  have  tied  me 
hand  and  foot.  They  couldn't  have  done  it  if  I 
had  not  been  partially  disabled.  Send  in  Ki  Sing 
to  cut  the  cords." 

"  They  dared  to  tie  you  ?"  said  Bradley,  sternly. — 
"  Mosely,  what  was  that  for  ?" 

"  To  remove  one  obstacle  in  the  way  of  plun- 
der," Dewey  answered  for  them. 

"They're  not  only  hoss-thieves,  but  thieves 
through  and  through.  Since  they  tied  you,  they 
must  untie  you. — Mosely,  go  and  cut  the  cords." 

"  I  am  not  a  slave  to  be  ordered  round,"  returned 
Mosely,  haughtily. 

"  What  are  you,  then  ?" 

"A  gentleman." 

"Then  you'll  be  a  dead  gentleman  in  less  than 
a  minute  if  you  don't  do  as  I  tell  you." 

As  he  spoke  he  drew  out  his  revolver  and  lev- 
elled it  at  Mosely. 

The    latter    turned    pale.      "Don't    handle    that 
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we'pon  so  careless,  stranger,"  he  said.  "It  might 
go  off," 

"So  it  might — as  like  as  not,"  answered  Brad- 
ley, calmly. 

"  Put  it  up,"  said  Mosely,  nervously.—"  Tom, 
just  cut  them  cords." 

"Tom,  you  needn't  do  it. — Mosely,  you're  the 
man  for  that  duty.     Do  you  hear?" 

Bill  Mosely  hesitated.  He  didn't  like  to  yield 
and  be  humiliated  before  the  man  over  whom  he 
had   retained  so  long  an  ascendency. 

"You'd  better  be  quick  about  it,"  said  Bradley, 
warningly.  "This  here  we'pon  goes  off  terrible 
easily.  I  don't  want  to  shoot  you,  but  there  might 
be  an  accident.  I've  killed  twenty-one  men  with 
it  already.     You'll  be  the  twenty-second." 

That  was  hint  enough.  Pride  gave  way,  and 
Bill  Mosely  knelt  down  and  cut  the  cords  which 
confined  Dewey,  and  the  invalid,  with  a  sense  of 
relief,  sat  up  on  his  pallet  and  watched  the  con- 
ference. 

"  There !  are  you  satisfied  ?"  asked  Mosely,  sul- 
lenly. 
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"It'll  do  as  far  as  it  goes,  Mosely,"  said  Brad« 
ley  "I  wouldn't  advise  you  to  try  any  more  of 
them  tricks." 

He  lowered  his  weapon,  and  was  about  to  replace 
it,  when  Mosely,  who  had  made  a  secret  sign  to 
his  companion,  sprang  forward  simultaneously  with 
Tom   Hadley  and   seized   the   intrepid  Bradley. 

The  attack  was  sudden,  and  also  unexpected,  for 
Bradley  had  such  a  contempt  for  the  prowess  of 
William  Mosely  that  he  had  not  supposed  him  capa- 
ble of  planning  or  carrying  out  so  bold  an  attack. 
It  must  be  admitted  that  he  was  taken  at  disad- 
vantage, and  might  have  been  temporarily  over- 
powered, for  Tom  Hadley  was  strong,  and  Mosely, 
though  a  coward,  was  nerved  by  desperation. 

Richard  Dewey  saw  his  friend's  danger,  but,  un- 
happily, he  had  no  weapon  at  hand. 

But  help  was  not  long  in  coming. 

Concealed  by  the  walls  of  the  cabin,  Ben  had 
heard  all  that  had  been  said,  and  observed  the 
attack  upon   his   comrade. 

He  did  not  hesitate  a  moment,  but  sprang  forward 
and  showed  himself  at  Bradley's  side. 
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"Let  him  go,  or  I'll  shoot,"  he  exclaimed  in  a 
tone  of  command,  pointing  at  Mosely  the  twin 
brother  of   the   revolver   which   Bradley   owned. 

"Confusion!"  ejaculated  Mosely,  in  fresh  dis- 
may. 

"Let  go,"  repeated  Ben,  firmly. 

Bill  Mosely  released  Bradley,  and  the  latter  threw 
off  the  grasp  of  Tom  Hadley. 

"  Now,"  said  he,  as  standing  side  by  side  with  Ben 
he  confronted  the  two  thieves,  "shall  we  shoot?" 

"No,   no,"   said   Mosely,   nervously. 

"Serve  you  right  if  we  did.  So  you  thought 
you'd  got  me,  did  you?  You  didn't  know  about 
Ben,  there.  He  ain't  half  your  size,  but  he's  got 
twice  the  courage. — Ben,  what  shall  we  do  with 
them?" 

Bill  Mosely  turned  toward  Ben,  anxious  to  hear 
what  our  hero  would  say.  He  was  entirely  in  the 
power  of  the  two  friends,  as  he  realized. 

"Serve  them  as  they  served  Ki  Sing,"  suggested 
Ben. 

"  That's  a  good  idea,  that  is !— Here,  you  two  ra* 
cals,  trot  out  here." 
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Following  directions,  the  two  men  emerged  from 
the  cabin  and  stood  on  one  side  of  the  docrway, 
feeling  that  they  would  gladly  be  in  some  other 
part   of  California   at   that  precise   moment, 

"Mosely,  do  you  see  that  tree?" 

"  Yes." 

"Go  to  it." 

Bill  Mosely  slowly  and  unwillingly  proceeded  tc 
do  as  he  was  told. 

"  Ki  Sing,"  said  Jake  Bradley  to  the  Chinaman, 
who  was  standing  near  at  hand,  his  face  wearing  a 
bland  and  contented  smile,  "have  you  any  cord 
in   your   pocket?" 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  Celestial. 

"Tie  that  man  to  the  tree." 

Ki  Sing  approached  to  follow  instructions,  when 
Bill  Mosely  shouted,  "  I'll  brain  you,  you  yaller 
heathen,   if   you    dare   to   touch   me!" 

"Just  as  you  say,  squire,"  said  Bradley,  noncha- 
lantly raising  his  revolver;  "if  you'd  prefer  to  be 
shot  I'm  a  very  accommodatin'  man,  and  I'll  oblige 
you:  I  guess  it'll  be  better,  as  we'll  save  all  trou- 
ble." 
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"  Stop !  stop !"  cried  Mosely,  in  dismay.  "  He  ean 
tie  me." 

"You've  changed  your  mind.  I  thought  you 
would,"   said   Bradley. — "  Ki   Sing,  go   ahead." 

With  native  dexterity,  and  not  without  a  feeling 
of  satisfaction  easily  understood  under  the  circum- 
stances, Ki  Sing  proceeded  to  tie  his  former  captor, 
but  present  captive,  to  a  stout  sapling. 

"Is  it  strong?"  asked  Bradley. 

"Velly  stlong,"  answered  the  Chinaman,  with  a 
satisfied   look. 

"  That's  good. — Now,  Tom,  it's  your  turn.  There's 
your  tree !     Annex  yourself  to  it" 

Tom  Hadley  saw  the  futility  of  resistance,  and 
quietly  allowed  himself  to  be  confined  in  the  same 
manner  as  his  companion. 

When  both  were  thus  disposed  of  Jake  Bradley 
turned  to  the  Chinaman: 

"Now,  Ki  Sing,  let  us  have  some  supper  as  soon 
as  possible.  We've  been  doin'  considerable  business, 
Ben  and  I,  and  we're  as  hungry  as  bears. — Good- 
night, Mosely.  Hope  you'll  have  a  good  night'f 
rest!" 
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"You  are  not  going  to  leave  us  here  all  night, 
are  youf  said  Bill  Mosely,  uneasily. 

"That's  just  what  I'm  goin'  to  do.  I'll  let  you 
go  in  the  mornin'  if  you  behave  yourself.  Still, 
if  you'd   rather  be   shot  I  can   accommodate  you." 

"What  a  bloodthirsty  brute!"  ejaculated  the  un- 
happy Mosely  as  Bradley  disappeared  within  the 
doorway. 

"  I  should  say  so  !"  echoed  Tom  Hadley  from  the 
other  tree." 
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CHAPTER  X. 


Mosely  and  his  companion  continued  in  captivity 
through  the  night  Some  of  my  readers  may  con- 
sider the  punishment  a  severe  one,  and  it  must  be 
admitted  that  it  was  attended  with  no  small  share 
of  discomfort.  But  for  that  time  it  was  an  exceed- 
ingly mild  penalty  for  the  offence  which  the  two 
men  had  committed.  In  the  early  days  of  Cal- 
ifornia, theft  was  generally  punished  in  the  most 
summary  manner  by  hanging  the  culprit  from  a 
Hmb  of  the  nearest  tree,  and  that,  in  the  majority 
of  cases,  would  have  been  the  fate  of  Bill  Mosely 
and  Tom  Hadley. 

But  neither  Bradley  nor  Ben  was  willing  to  go 
to  such  extremes.  Jake  Bradley  had  had  rough  ex- 
periences, and  he  was  no  soft-hearted  sentimentalist, 
but  he  had  a  natural  repugnance  to  taking  the  life 
of  his  fellow-creatures. 
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"  Money,"  he  said  on  one  occasion  to  Ben,  "  ain't 
to  be  measured  ag'in  a  man's  life.  I  don't  say  I 
wouldn't  kill  a  man  for  some  things,  though  I  should 
hate  to  mightily,  but  it  wouldn't  be  on  account  of 
robbery.  I  wouldn't  have  a  man's  blood  on  my 
conscience   for  such   a   thing  as   that." 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  our  young  hero,  whose 
heart  was  warm  and  humane,  agreed  fully  with  his 
older  companion. 

When  the  two  friends  got  up  in  the  morning  and 
went  out  of  the  cabin,  they  found  their  two  captives 
in  the  same  position  in  which  they  had  left  them. 
They  looked  weary  and  were  stiff  in  the  limbs,  as 
well  they  might  be. 

"  Well,  my  friends,"  said  Bradley,  "  I  hope  you've 
passed  a  pleasant  night." 

"  I'm  almost  dead,"  growled  Bill  Mosely.  "  I 
feel   as   if    I'd   been   here   a   week." 

"Do  you  feel  the  same  way?"  inquired  Bradley, 
addressing  Tom  Hadley. 

"  I  should  say  so,"  answered  Hadley,  in  a  voice  of 
intense  disgust. 

"  It   was   your   own    choice,   Mosely,"    said    Jake 
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Bradley.  "It  was  either  all  night  braced  up 
against  a  tree,  or  to  be  shot  at  once  and  put  out 
of   your  misery." 

"  Who  wants  to  be  shot  ?"  returned  Mosely.  "  That 
would  be  worse  than  stayin'  here  all  night.  You 
might  have  let  us  go  last  night." 

"  So  I  might,  but  I  wanted  to  teach  you  a  lesson. 
You  know  very  well,  Bill  Mosely,  you'd  have  fared 
a  good  deal  worse  with  some  men.  You'd  have 
been  swingin'  from  the  nearest  bough,  and  so  would 
your  friend.  You'll  come  to  that  some  time,  but  I'd 
rather  some  one  else  would  hang  you.  It  ain't  a 
job  I  hanker  after." 

"Are  you  goin'  to  set  us  free?"  asked  Mosely, 
impatiently,  not  enjoying  Bradley's  prediction  as  to 
his  future  fate. 

"Yes,  I  think  I  will — on  one  condition." 

"  Go  ahead  !      I'll  agree  to  anything." 

"That  you'll  leave  this  part  of  California  and 
not  come  back.  I  don't  want  you  to  cross  my  path 
ag'in." 

"  You  can  bet  I  don't  mean  to,"  said  Mosely ;  and 
there  is  no  doubt  he  was  entirely  in  earnest. 
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"Do  you  make  the  same  promise,  Tom?"  asked 
Bradley,  turning  to  Hadley. 

"I  should  say  so,"  returned  Hadley;  and  there 
is  no  reason  to  doubt  his  sincerity  also. 

"You  see,  my  friends,  you  don't  appear  to  know 
the  difference  between  your  property  and  mine, 
particularly  when  it  comes  to  hosses.  It  is  an  un- 
fortunate little  peculiarity  of  yours  that  will  bring 
your  life  to  an  untimely  end  some  of  these  days. 
If  you  should  ever  reform  and  set  up  as  respect- 
able men,  I  might  be  willin'  to  know  you,  but 
there's  about  as  much  chance  of  that,  aceordin' 
to  my  reckoning  as  of  water  runnin'  up  hill." 

While  he  was  expressing  himself  thus  he  was 
cutting  the  cords  of  his  prisoners,  and  they  took 
the  first  chance  to  stretch  their  cramped  limbs. 

"Feel  better,  don't  you?"  asked  Bradley,  smiling. 

"I  should  say  so,"  answered  Hadley. 

"  Couldn't  you  give  us  something  to  eat  ?"  asked 
Mosely;  "I  haven't  eaten  a  mouthful  since  yester- 
day noon,  and  I  feel  faint." 

"Ki  Sing,"  said  Bradley,  "bring  out  some  vic- 
tuals.     These   men    are    not    particular    friends    of 
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mine,  but  we  won't  send  them  away  hungry.  I've 
known  what  it  is  to  fast  for  thirty-six  ho'irs  at  a 
stretch,  and  I  understand  how  it  feels." 

Ki  Sing  brought  out  some  cold  meat  and  other 
plain  food,  which  the  two  adventurers  ate  as  if 
they  were  famished.  Their  long  fast  and  exposure 
during  the  night  had  sharpened  their  appetites  and 
lent  a  keener  zest  to  their  enjoyment  of  the  meal. 

When  they  had  finished  Jake  Bradley  pointed 
down  the  mountain.  "You've  had  your  breakfast," 
he  said,  "and  now  there  is  only  one  thing  more. 
I  want  to  see  you  travel." 

Bill  Mosely  looked  askance  at  the  two  mustangs, 
which  were  tied  only  a  few  rods  off. 

Jake  Bradley  caught  the  direction  of  his  glance. 
"It's  no  go,  my  friend,"  he  said.  "You  don't 
borrow  our  mustangs  this  time.  We  shall  have 
occasion  to  use  them  ourselves.  It  won't  do  you 
any  harm  to  try  your  own  legs  for  a  while." 

Bill  Mosely  wasn't  easily  abashed.  He  was 
lazy,  and  the  prospect  of  tramping  all  day  was 
by  no  means  agreeable  to  him.  Thanks  to  his  last 
robbery,  he   and   his  companion  were   tolerably  well 
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supplied  with  gold-dust,  which  was  a  common  circu- 
lating medium  in  California  at  that  time.  An  idea 
struck  him,  which  he  lost  no  time  in  carrying  out 
"  What  value  do  you  set  on  them  horses  ?"  he  asked. 

"  What  makes  you  ask  ?"  inquired  Jake  Bradley, 
with  some  curiosity. 

"  We'll  buy  'em  if  you'll  take  a  fair  price." 

"  Buy  our  mustangs !     Have  you  got  the  money  f" 

"We've  got  gold-dust." 

"  Where  did  you  get  it  ?  I'll  warrant  you  didn't 
work  for  it." 

"  That's  our  business,"  answered  Mosely,  stiffly. 
"The  questiou  is,  Do  you  want  to  sell?" 

"  No,  I  don't ;  and  if  I  did  I  should  want  to  know 
whose  money  I  was  takin'." 

Bill  Mosely  was  disappointed.  In  that  lonely 
neighborhood  it  was  hardly  likely  there  would  be 
any  other  opportunity  of  obtaining  horses,  and  there 
was  nothing  for  it  but  to  walk. 

"  You  haven't  got  any  other  business,  have  you, 
Mosely?"  asked  Bradley. 

"  No. — Tom,  come  on." 

"  Good-bye,  then.    Our  acquaintance  has  been  brief. 
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Mosely,  but  I  know  you  as  well  as  if  we'd  lived 
m  the  same  town  for  years.  You're  a  fine  man, 
you  are,  and  an  ornament  to  your  native  State ; 
but  if  you  ain't  a  little  more  careful  you'll  be 
likely  to  die  young,  and  the  world  will  lose  a  man 
who  in  his  line  can't  be  beat." 

Bill  Mosely  did  not  attempt  any  reply  to  this 
farewell,  but  strode  down  the  sloping  path,  closely 
followed  by  Tom  Hadley. 

When  he  had  got  out  of  hearing  of  his  late  cap- 
tors he  turned  to  Hadley  and  said,  "  I  hate  that 
man!  He  has  put  a  stain  on  my  honor;  he  has 
insulted  and  outraged  me." 

"I  should  say  so,"  observed  Tom  Hadley. 

"  He  has  treated  you  just  as  badly,  Hadley ;  that 
stain  must  be  washed  out  in  blood." 

"  When  ?"  inquired  his  companion,  in  a  matter- 
of-fact  manner. 

"I  don't  know.  Some  time.  He  has  had  the 
advantage  over  us  this  time,  but  we  shall  meet 
again.  Do  you  hear  that,  Tom  Hadley?"  con- 
tinued Mosely,  in  a  theatrical  tone,  raising  hia 
voice  at  the  same  time — "  we  shall  meet  again." 
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"I  don't  want  to  meet  him  again,"  said  Hadley. 

"You  don't  comprehend  me.  When  we  meet  it 
will  be  our  turn  to  deal  with  him." 

"  Just  as  you  say,"  returned  Tom  Hadley,  varying 
his  usual  formula. 

"It's  very  unlucky  we  went  up  to  that  cabin," 
said  Bill,  after  a  pause. 

"  I  should  say  so,"  chimed  in  Tom,  very  emphatic- 
ally. 

"It  was  cursed  ill-luck,  but  how  could  we  know 
that  that  dare-devil  was  a  friend  of  Dewey's?  If 
we'd  let  well  enough  alone,  we  shouldn't  have 
lost  our  horses  and  been  compelled  to  tramp  on 
foot  over  these   mountains." 

"Where  are  we  going?"  asked  Tom  Hadley. 

"  Down  hill,"  answered  Mosely  briefly. 

This  answer  did  not  appear  to  Tom  Hadley  to 
contain  much  information,  but  his  mind  was  not 
active  enough  to  frame  another  question,  and  the 
two   plodded   along  in   silence, 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

PLANS    FOR   DEPARTURE. 

JTue  recovery  of  the  horses  was  in  one  respect 
especially  fortunate.  Richard  Dewey  was  anxious 
to  leave  the  mountain-cabin  as  sood  as  possible 
and  make  his  way  to  San  Francisco,  where,  as  we 
know,  his  promised  wife  was  anxiously  awaiting 
him.  But  there  was  considerable  danger  that  his 
ankle,  which  had  been  severely  sprained,  would 
not  be  in  a  condition  for  travelling  for  a  consider- 
able time  yet.  The  rough  mountain-paths  would 
have  tried  it,  and  perhaps  a  second  sprain  would 
have   resulted. 

Now,  however,  he  would  be  able  to  ride  on  one 
of  the  horses,  and  need  not  walk  at  all  if  he 
pleased. 

This  idea  occurred  to  Jake  Bradley,  who  suggest- 
ed it  to  Richard  Dewey. 

Dewey's   face  brightened   up,  for  he  was   secretly 
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chafing  over  the  delay  made  necessary  by  his  acci- 
dent. "  But,  my  friend,"  he  said,  "  it  would  be 
selfish  in  me  to  take  your  horse  and  leave  vou  to 
go  on  foot." 

"Look  here,  Dick  Dewey,"  said  Bradley:  "what 
do  you  take  me  for  ?  Do  you  think  I'm  so  delicate 
I  can't  walk  ?  I  wasn't  brought  up  in  no  such  way. 
I  can  do  my  regular  share  of  trampin',  whether 
on  the  prairie  or  on  the  mountain.  I  ain't  no 
tender-foot." 

"I  don't  doubt  your  strength  and  endurance, 
friend  Bradley,"  said  Dewey,  "but  a  man  doesn't 
always    like   to   do   what   he   is   fully   able   to    do." 

"  Then  we  needn't  say  no  more  about  it.  There's 
a  gal — I  beg  your  pardon,  a  young  lady — in  'Frisco 
that's  pinin'  to  see  you,  Dick  Dewey,  and  that 
hoss'll  get  you  there  sooner'n  if  you  waited  till 
you  could  walk." 

"I  am  too  selfish  to  resist  your  arguments,  my 
good  friend,"  said  Dewey.  "I  think  I  can  venture 
to  start  within  a  week,  as   I  am  to  ride:" 

"No   doubt  of  it." 

"You'd   better  let  me  buy  your  horse,  and  then 
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if  we  don't  meet  again,  or  anything  happens  to 
it,   you   won't   be   the   loser." 

" '  If  we  don't  meet  again '  ? "  repeated  Bradley, 
puzzled.  "You  don't  mean  to  say  you  are  goin'  to 
set  out  alone?" 

"I  don't  want  to  take  you  and  Ben  away  from 
your  claim.     It  isn't  half  exhausted  yet." 

"  Then  let  somebody  else  exhaust  it,"  returned 
Bradley.  "You  don't  suppose,  Dick,  we  are  goin' 
to   let   you   go   off  alone?" 

"  I  shall  not  be  alone.  My  faithful  attendant, 
Ki   Sing,   will   be   with   me." 

"And  what  good  would  Ki  Sing  be  in  case  you 
fell  in  with  a  grizzly  ?  I  want  to  know  that,"  asked 
Bradley.  "I  don't  say  anything  against  the  hea- 
then ;  he's  squarer  than  many  a  white  man  I've 
met  with,  and  he's  worth  a  dozen  such  men  as  Bill 
Mosely  and  Tom  Hadley;  but,  all  the  same,  he 
wouldn't  be  much  in  a  scrimmage.  Them  China- 
men are  half  women,  accordin'  to  my  reckonin'. 
They  look  like  it  and  speak  like  it.  No,  Ben 
and  I  go  when  you  do,  and  the  first  man  that 
comes   along  is   welcome   to   the   claim." 
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"I  shall  certainly  be  delighted  to  have  you  both 
with  me,"  said  Richard  Dewey.  "You're  a  good 
fellow,  Jake  Bradley,  and  I  trust  you  more  than 
any  man  I  have  met  since  I  came  to  California. 
Ben  acted  as  escort  to  Florence,  and  I  owe  him  a 
debt  for  that  which  I  hope  some  day  to  repay." 

"Then  it's  all  fixed,"  said  Bradley,  in  a  tone  of 
satisfaction.  "We  four  are  to  keep  together  till  we 
see  you  within  reach  of  'Frisco.  When  you  and 
your  young  lady  meet  you  won't  need  us  any 
more." 

Richard  Dewey  smiled.  "Florence  will  wish  to 
thank  you  for  your  kind  care  of  me,  Bradley,"  he 
said. 

"I've  no  objection  to  that.  You  can  invite  me 
to  the  weddin;,  Dick." 

"  I  give  you  that  invitation  now,  and  hope  you 
may  not  have  long  to  wait  for  the  occasion.  All 
difficulties  are  not  yet  removed,  but  I  hope  they 
may  vanish  speedily.  I  get  impatient  sometimes, 
but  I  try  to  curb  my  impatient  feeling." 

"  I  reckon  I  would  feel  so  myself  if  I  was  in  youi 
fix,"  observed  Bradley. 
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"I  hope  you  may  be,  Jake." 
Bradley  shook  his  head. 

"  I'm  a  cross-grained  old  bachelor,"  he  said,  u  mod 
I  reckon  no  gal  would  look  at  me  twice," 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

THE   PROFITS   OF   MINING. 

A  few  evenings  later  Ben  and  Bradley  were 
sitting  just  outside  the  cabin  as  the  twilight  deep- 
ened. 

"It  doesn't  seem  as  if  this  was  our  last  night  in 
the  old  shanty,"  said  Jake  Bradley,  taking  the  pipe 
from  his  mouth.  "It  ain't  a  palace,  but  I  shall 
kinder  hate  to  leave  it." 

"  I've  got  to  feel  very  much  at  home  here  myself, 
Jake;  still,  I  should  like  to  get  somewhere  where 
it  isn't  quite  so  far  out  of  the  world." 

"  There's  something  in  that,  Ben." 

"  I  haven't  heard  anything  from  home  for  a  good 
many  weeks;  I  wish  I  knew  whether  my  uncle's 
family   are  all   well." 

"How  many  is  there  in  the  family,  Ben?" 

"There's  Uncle  Job  and  Aunt  Hannah  and 
Cousin    Jennie." 
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w  That's  just  what  I  thought,"  said  Jake. 
"I    don't    understand    you,"    said    Ben,    puzzled, 
"What    did    you    think?" 

"I  thought  there  was  a  Cousin  Jennie." 
Our    hero    laughed,   and,   it    may   he,   blushed    a 
little.      "What   made   you   think   that?" 

"There  generally  is,  I  notice,"  said  Mr.  Bradley, 
eagerly.     "Is  Cousin  Jennie  pretty?" 
"To  be  sure  she  is." 
"I  thought  that  too,  Ben?" 
"What  are  you  driving  at,  Jake?" 
"  I  was  sure  there  was  some  one  besides  the  old 
folks  that  you  was  anxious  about." 

"  Well,  you  happen  to  be  right,"  said  Ben,  laugh- 
ing. "  But  I  must  tell  you  that  Jennie  is  only  four- 
teen, and  I  am  only  sixteen." 

"You'll  both  of  you  be  older  some  day,  Ben. 
But  there's  a  matter  that  we  must  settle  before 
we   go." 

"What's  that?" 

"About  the  gold  we  have  found  since  we've  been 
here.  We  must  have  some  arrangement  about 
dividin'  it." 
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"We  sha'n't  quarrel  about  that,  Jake." 

"No,  there's  no  danger  of  that.  That'll  be  easy 
enough.  We'll  divide  it  into  two  piles,  one  for  ycu, 
and  the  other  for  me." 

"  Jake,  I  have  no  right  to  half  of  it.  You  ought 
to  have  two-thirds." 

"  I'd  like  to  argy  that  matter,  Ben.  Why  should 
I  nave  two-thirds?" 

"Because  you  earned  it.  You  understood  mining 
better  than  I." 

"  We're  equal  partners,  Ben.  I  stick  to  that,  and 
I  mean  to  have  my  way.  I've  been  making  a  little 
calculation,  and  I  reckon  there's  nigh  on  to  a  thou- 
sand dollars  for  the  two  of  us." 

"  As  much  as  that,  Jake  ?"  said  Ben,  eagerly. 

"  I  reckon  there  is,  though  I  can't  justly  tell." 

"It  doesn't  seem  possible  I  can  be  worth  five 
hundred  dollars,"  said  Ben,  thoughtfully.  "We've 
only  been  here  four  weeks.  That  makes  a  hundred 
and  twenty-five  dollars  a  week." 

"So  it  does.  That's  pretty  high  pay  for  a 
boy." 

**  Before  I  left  home,"  said  Ben,  '  there  was  an 
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old  farmer,  Deacon  Pitkins,  who  wanted  to  hire  me 
for  a  year.     What  do  you  think  he  offered  me?" 

"How  much?" 

"Twenty  dollars  a  year  and  board,"  answered 
Ben. 

"  I  reckon  you  did  better  to  come  to  Californy." 

"  It  looks  so  now.  How  the  old  deacon  would 
stare  if  he  knew  how  I  had  been  prospering  at 
the  mines !  I  wish  there  was  any  way  of  sending 
part  of  this  money  home.  I  would  like  to  make 
a  present  to  Uncle  Job." 

"  When  you  get  to  'Frisco  you  won't  have  any 
trouble  about  sendin'  it." 

"  Uncle  Job  thought  it  was  very  risky  for  a  boy 
like  me  to  leave  home  and  seek  my  fortune  in 
California.  I  would  like  to  prove  to  him  that  I 
didn't  make  a  mistake." 

"It's  likely  you  haven't,  Ben,"  said  Bradley  cau- 
tiously, "but  you  ain't  out  of  the  woods  yet.  I 
hope  things  will  go  on  as  well  as  they  have,  and 
you'll  be  able  to  carry  a  pile  home.  But  we've 
got  to  start  in  good  season  to-morrow,  and  we  may 
as  well  turn  in  and  go  to  sleep." 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


The  next  morning  after  breakfast  the  party  got 
off  Fortunately,  there  were  no  trunks  or  heavy 
luggage  to  carry.  California  pioneers  had  no  oc- 
casion for  Saratoga  trunks,  and  the  amount  of  cloth- 
ing they  carried  in  addition  to  what  they  had  on 
was  very  small. 

"  Ki  Sing,"  said  Bradley,  jocosely,  "  I  am  afraid 
we  can't  carry  your  trunk  with  us." 

"  '  Tlunk ' !"  repeated  the  Chinaman,  looking  puz- 
zled. 

"  Yes,  trunk,  or  *  tlunk,'  as  you  call  it.  Haven't 
you  a  trunk  to  carry  your  clothes?" 

"  Got  clothes  on,"  said  Ki  Sing,  pointing  to  his 
blouse  and  wide  pants. 

"  I  see,"  said  Bradley,  laughing.  "  We're  all 
about  in  the  same  fix.  The  clothes  of  the  whole 
party  wouldn't  half  fill   a  trunk." 


A  BOY'S  SEARCH  FOR  FORTUNE.  105 

The  two  horses  were  brought   out  and   saddled. 

Bradley  assisted  Richard  Dewey  to  mount  one, 
and  motioned  to  Ben  to  mount  the  other.  "Get 
on,  Ben,"  he  said.  "It's  time  the  procession  was 
moving." 

Ben  shook  his  head.  "  No,  Jake,"  he  said.  "  You 
are  older  than  I  am.  It  is  proper  that  you  should 
ride." 

"  If  I'm  older  than  you,"  said  Bradley,  "  I  am 
stronger  than  you,  and  am  better  able  to  walk." 

"I  am  strong  enough,  Jake.     I  sha'n't  get  tired." 

"One  of  us  ought  to  ride.  There's  no  use  in 
havin'  a  horse  if  you  ain't  going  to  use  him." 

"Suppose,"  suggested  Ben,  laughing,  "we  let 
Ki  Sing  ride?" 

Bradley  saw  that  a  joke  was  intended,  and  he 
turned  gravely  to  the  Chinaman.  "  Ki  Sing,"  he 
said,  "  come  here  and  mount  this  mustang.  We  are 
goin'  to  let  you  ride." 

An  expression  of  alarm  overspread  the  China- 
man's broad  face.  He  had  never  been  on  a  horse's 
back  in  his  life,  but  he  knew  something  of  the 
Californian  mustangs.     More  than  cnce  he  had  seen 
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them  buck  and  throw  the  ill-fated  riders  over  the?- 
heads,  and,  not  being  of  a  daring  or  venturesome 
nature,  he  preferred  to  walk  rather  than  trust 
himself  to  mount  the  back  of  so  treacherous  an 
animal. 

"Ki  Sing  no  wantee  lide,"  he  said,  starting  back 
in  alarm. 

"But,  Ki  Sing,  you  will  get  tired  tramping  over 
these  hills.  It  will  be  much  easier  to  ride  on  a 
mustang." 

"No  likee  mustang — mustang  buckee,"  objected 
the  Chinaman. 

"You  are  right,  Ki  Sing.  They  do  buck  some- 
times, but  this  animal  is  as  mild  and  peaceful  as 
a  lamb.  However,  we  won't  insist  on  your  riding 
now.  Some  other  day,  when  you  have  found  out 
how  safe  he  is,  you  shall   try  him." 

The  Chinaman  seemed  much  relieved  at  the 
privilege  accorded  him  of  walking,  and  with  his 
small  bundle  prepared  to  take  his  place  in  the 
procession. 

"Ben,"  said  Bradley,  "the  best  way  for  us  to 
arrange    will  be  to    take    turns    in    riding.     I'd    a 
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good  deal  rather  walk  half  the  way.  My  legs  get 
cramped  when  I  am  on  horsback  too  long.  You 
remember  I  used  to  get  off  and  lead  the  horse 
when  we  had  one  apiece.  You  may  take  your 
turn  first,  and  as  you  are  riding  I  will  give  you  a 
bag  to  carry.  Mind  you  don't  lose  it,  for  it  con- 
tains our  store  of  gold-dust." 

"All  right,  Jake.  I'll  ride  first,  if  you  say  so." 
In  truth,  Ben  was  pleased  to  find  himself  once 
more  on  the  back  of  a  horse.  He  had  not  had 
much  practice  in  riding  at  the  East,  but  the  prac- 
tice he  had  had  in  California  had  already  made 
him  a  good  rider,  and  even  if  the  mustang  had 
taken  a  fancy  to  buck  he  would  have  found  it 
rather  hard  to  dislodge  our  young  hero.  The 
animal  he  bestrode,  however,  was  very  well-behaved, 
especially  when  he  felt  that  his  rider  had  the  mas- 
tery over  him.  Any  horse,  with  any  spirit,  is  apt 
to  take  advantage  of  a  timid  or  unpractised  rider, 
and  the  animal  is  very  quick  to  learn  when  this 
is  the  case. 

During  the  first  day  the  mustang  behaved  remark- 
ably welL     To   begin  with,  both   Ben   and   Bradley 
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were  good  riders.  Moreover,  the  path  was  very 
uneven,  chiefly  up  and  down  hill,  and  the  horse 
was  too  sensible   to   go   much   beyond  a   walk. 

As  for  Dewey,  he  got  on  very  comfortably.  His 
ankle  was  nearly  as  strong  as  at  first,  but  if  he 
had  been  compelled  to  use  it  for  a  day's  tramp  it 
would  undoubtedly  have  ached  and  become  sensi- 
tive. On  the  back  of  his  horse — or  rather  Bradley's 
— there  was  of  course  no  danger  of  injury.  When 
he  became  tired  of  his  constrained  position  he  got 
off  and  walked  a  quarter  or  half  a  mile,  and  ex- 
perienced the  needed  relief. 

At  the  end  of  the  first  day  they  had  got  well 
down  the  mountain,  and  the  commencement  of  the 
second  day's  ride  was  over  a  nearly  level  plateau. 

"This  is  a  good  place  for  Ki  Sing  to  ride,"  sug- 
gested Ben. 

"Just  so,"  said  Bradley,  taking  the  hint. — "Ki 
Sing,  you  must  take  your  turn   now." 

"No  wantee  lide,"  said  the  Chinaman,  but  he 
did  not  greet  the  proposal  with  so  much  alarm  aa 
on  the  morning  previous.  He  had  noticed  the 
quiet  behavior   and   regular   pace   of  the   two   mus- 
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tangs,  and  concluded  that  they  were  of  a  different 
kind  from  those  he  had  seen  misbehave  on  former 
occasions. 

"Oh,  you'll  like  it  well  enough  when  you  try  it, 
Ki  Sing,"  said  Bradley.  "Were  you  ever  on  a 
horse's   back?" 

"Me  never  lide,"  answered  the  Chinaman. 

"Then  it  is  high  time  you  began.  You  see,  Ki 
Sing,  it  isn't  exactly  fair  that  Ben  and  I  should 
ride  half  the  time  and  leave  you  to  walk  all  the 
way." 

"Likee  walk,"  said  Ki  Sing. 

"That's  because  you  never  tried  riding.  You 
see,  these  two  hosses  of  ours  are  jest  like  lambs. 
They're  so  gentle  they  could  be  rid  by  a  two-year- 
old  baby." 

The  Chinaman  looked  at  the  mustangs,  and  con- 
fidence came  to  him.  So  far  as  he  had  observed, 
what  Jake  Bradley  said  was  strictly  true.  They 
certainly   did   seem   remarkably  tame. 

With  a  little  more  persuasion  he  was  induced  to 
mount,  Ben  assisting  him  to  get  into  position,  and 
the  reins  were  put  into  his  hands. 
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The  mustang  began  to  move  off  at  a  regular  pace, 
very  favorable  to  an  inexperienced  rider,  and  a 
bland  and  child-like  smile  of  content  overspread 
the  face   of   the   Chinaman. 

"You  see,  Ki  Sing,"  said  Bradley,  who  walked 
alongside,  "  it's  nothing  to  ride.  You  thought  you 
couldn't  ride,  yet  you  are  pacing  it  off  like  a  vet- 
eran." 

"  Me  likee  lide,"  observed  Ki  Sing,  with  a  pleased 
smile. 

"Just  so:  I  thought  you  would. — Ben,  doesn't 
Ki   Sing  ride  well?" 

"  Splendidly !"  said  Ben,  contemplating  with  amuse- 
ment the  Mongolian  horseman. 

Certainly,  Ki  Sing  in  his  Chinese  garb,  as  he  gin- 
gerly held  the  reins,  with  his  bland,  smiling  face, 
did  look  rather  queer. 

But  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  the  poor  Chinaman's 
pleasure  and  contentment  were  destined  to  be  of 
short  duration.  Bradley  and  Ben  were  eager  for 
the  amusement  they  promised  themselves  when 
they  planned  this  practical  joke  at  the  expense  of 
their  Asiatic  friend. 
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Winking  at  Ben,  Bradley  said,  "You  don't  go 
fast   enough,   Ki   Sing." 

As  he  spoke  he  brought  down  a  stick  which  he 
had  in  his  hand  with  emphasis  on  the  flanks  of  the 
mustang.  The  effect  was  magical.  The  tame  ani- 
mal immediately  started  off  at  great  speed,  arching 
his  neck  and  shaking  his  head,  while  the  poor 
Chinaman,  his  bland  smile  succeeded  by  a  look  of 
extreme  terror,  was  bounced  up  and  down  in  the 
most  unceremonious  fashion,  and  would  have  been 
thrown  off  quickly  but  for  the  Mexican  saddle, 
which  is  a  securer  seat  than  that  used  at  the  East. 

He  uttered  a  howl  of  anguish,  while  his  almond 
eyes  seemed  starting  out  of  their  sockets  as  his 
steed  dashed  along  the  road. 

Though  Ben  sympathized  with  the  terrified  China- 
man, he  knew  there  was  little  or  no  danger,  and 
he  threw  himself  on  the  ground  and  gave  way  to 
a  paroxysm  of  laughter. 

Finally  the  horse  slackened  his  pace,  and  Ki 
Sing  lost  no  time  in  sliding  to  the  ground. 

"How  do  you  like  it,  Ki  Sing?"  asked  Bradley, 
trying  to  keep  his  face  straight 
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"No  likee  lide,"  answered  Mr.  Chinaman, 
"Horsee    'most    kill    Ki    Sing." 

"You  rode  splendidly,  Ki  Sing,"  said  Ben,  laugh- 
ing.    "You  made  him  go  fast." 

"No  likee  go  fast,"  said  Ki  Sing,  inspecting  bia 
limbs  to  see  that  none  were  broken. 

The  rxnor  Chinaman's  limbs  were  sore  for  a  day 
or  two,  and  he  could  never  be  induced  to  mount 
one  of  the  mustangs  again. 

It  was  his  first  and  last  rids, 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

GOLDEN   GULCH   HOTEL. 

The  party  were  able  to  cover  a  greater  distance 
on  the  second  day  than  on  the  first,  being  now 
among  the  foot-hills,  where  travelling  was  attend- 
ed with  less  difficulty. 

In  the  mountain-cabin  they  had  been  solitary. 
Their  only  visitors  had  been  Bill  Mosely  and  his 
friend  Tom  Hadley,  and  such  visitors  they  were 
glad  to  dispense  with.  Now,  however,  it  was  dif- 
ferent. Here  and  there  they  found  a  little  min- 
ing -  settlement  with  its  quota  of  rough,  bearded 
men  clad  in  strange  fashion.  Yet  some  of  these 
men  had  filled  responsible  and  prominent  positions 
VL  the  East.  One  of  the  most  brigandish-looking 
miners  had  been  a  clergyman  in  Western  New 
York,  who  had  been  compelled  by  bronchial  trou- 
bles to  give  up  his  parish,  and,  being  poor,  had 
wandered   to   the   California  mines   in   the  hope  of 
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gathering  a  competence  for  the  support  of  hii 
family. 

"It  seems  good  to  see  people  again,"  said  Ben, 
whose  temperament  was  social.  "I  felt  like  Rob- 
inson Crusoe  on  his  desert  island  when  I  was  up 
on   the  mountain." 

"Yes,"  answered  Bradley,  "I  like  to  see  people 
myself  when  they're  of  the  right  sort.  When 
they're  like  Bill  Mosely  I'd  rather  be  alone." 

"  I  agree  with  you  there,"  said  Ben.  "  Poor  com- 
pany is  worse  than  none." 

Besides  the  mining  -  settlements  there  were  little 
knots  of  miners  at  work  here  and  there,  who  gen- 
erally gave  the  travellers  a  cordial  welcome,  and 
often  invited  them  to  stay  and  join  them. 

"No,"  said  Bradley,  "we're  in  a  hurry  to  get  to 
'Frisco." 

"Oh,  you've  made  your  pile,  then?"  was  gener- 
ally answered.     "What  luck  have  you  had?" 

"Our  pile  is  a  small  one,"  Bradley  was  wont  to 
reply,  "but  we've  got  business  in  'Frisco.  Least- 
wise, he  has,"  pointing  to  Richard  Dewey,  who 
headed  the  procession. 
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"Will  you  come  back  to  the  mines V 

"  I  shall,  for  one,"  said  Bradley.  "  I  ain't  rich 
enough  to  retire  yet,  and  I  don't  expect  to  be  for 
half  a  dozen  years  yet." 

"Will  the  boy  come  back?" 

"Yes,"  answered  Ben.  "I'm  in  the  same  situ- 
ation as  my  friend,  Mr.  Bradley.  I  haven't  my 
fortune  yet." 

"You'd  better  stay  with  us,  boy.  We'll  do  the 
right  thing  by  you." 

Ben  shook  his  head  and  declined  with  thanks. 
He  did  not  want  to  forsake  his  present  com- 
panions. Besides,  he  had  been  commissioned  by 
Florence  Douglas  to  find  Richard  Dewey,  and  he 
wanted  to  execute  that  commission  thoroughly. 
He  wanted  to  see  the  two  united,  and  then  he 
would  be  content  to  return  to  the  rough  life  of 
the  mining -camp. 

It  is  easy  to  understand  why  Ben  should  have 
received  so  many  friendly  invitations.  A  boy  was 
a  rarity  in  California  at  that  time — at  any  rate,  in 
the  mining  -  districts.  There  were  plenty  of  young 
and   men    of  middle   age,   but   among  the  ad* 
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venturous  immigrants  were  to  be  found  few  boyi 
of  sixteen,  the  age  of  our  hero.  The  sight  of  his 
fresh  young  face  and  boyish  figure  recalled  to 
many  miners  the  sons  whom  they  had  left  behind 
them,  and  helped  to  make  more  vivid  the  picture 
of  home  which  their  imaginations  often  conjured 
up,  and  they  would  have  liked  to  have  Ben  join 
their  company.  But,  as  I  have  said,  Ben  had  his 
reasons  for  declining  all  invitations  at  present, 
though  he  had  every  reason  to  anticipate  good 
treatment 

Toward  the  close  of  the  second  day  the  little  party 
reached  a  small  mining-settlement  containing  prob- 
ably about  fifty  miners. 

It  was  known  as  Golden  Gulch,  and  it  even  boast- 
ed a  small  hotel,  with  a  board  sign,  on  which  had 
been  scrawled  in  charcoal — 

GOLDEN    GULCH    HOTEL; 

KEPT   BY   JIM   BROWN. 

"I  believe  we  are  getting  into  the  domain  of 
civilization,"  said  Richard   Dewey.     "Actually,  here 
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is  a  hotel.  If  Mr.  Brown  is  not  too  exorbitant 
in  his  prices,  we,  had  better  put  up  here  for  the 
night." 

"It  doesn't  look  like  an  expensive  hotel,"  said 
Ben,  looking  at  the  rough  shanty  which  the  pro- 
prietor had  dignified  by  the  appellation  of  "hotel." 

It  was  roughly  put  together,  had  but  one  story, 
was  unpainted,  and  was  altogether  hardly  equal, 
architecturally,  to  some  of  the  huts  which  are  to 
be  found  among  the  rocks  at  the  upper  end  of 
Manhattan  Island. 

Such  was  Jim  Brown's  "Golden  Gulch  Hotel." 
Such  as  it  was,  however,  it  looked  attractive  to  our 
pilgrims,  who  for  so  long  had  been  compelled  to 
be  their  own   cooks   and  servants. 

They  found,  upon  inquiry,  that  Jim  Brown's 
terms  for  supper,  lodging,  and  breakfast  were  five 
dollars  a  day,  or  as  nearly  as  that  sum  could  be 
reached  in  gold-dust  It  was  considerably  higher 
than  the  prices  then  asked  at  the  best  hotels  in 
New  York  and  Philadelphia;  but  high  prices  pre- 
vailed in  California,  and  no  one  scrupled  to  pay 
them. 
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The  party  decided  to  remain,  and  the  landlord 
set  to  work  to  prepare  them  a  supper  as  good  as 
the  limited  resources  of  the  Golden  Gulch  Hotel 
would  allow.  Still,  the  fare  was  better  and  more 
varied  than  our  travellers  had  been  accustomed 
to   for   a   long   time,  and   they   enjoyed   it. 

Ki  Sing  sat  down  to  the  table  with  them.  This 
was  opposed  at  first  by  Jim  Brown,  the  landlord, 
who  regarded  Chinamen  as  scarcely  above  the  level 
of  his   mules. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  you  want  that  heathen 
to  sit  down  at  the  table  with  you?"  he  remon- 
strated. 

"Yes,  I  do,"  said  Richard  Dewey. 

"I'd  sooner  be  kicked  by  a  mule  than  let  any 
yaller  heathen  sit  next  to  me,"  remarked  Jim 
Brown,  whose  education  and  refinement  made  him 
sensitive  to   such   social   contamination. 

Richard  Dewey  smiled.  "  Of  course  you  can 
choose  for  yourself,"  he  said.  "  Ki  Sing  is  a  friend 
of  mine,  though  he  is  acting  as  my  servant,  and  I 
want  him  to  have  equal  privileges." 

Jim    Brown     remarked     that    of    course    Dewey 
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could  choose  his  own  company,  though  he  inti- 
mated that  he  thought  his  taste  might  be  im- 
proved. 

"  Me  eatee  aftelward,"  said  Ki  Sing  when  he  per- 
ceived that  his  presence  at  the  table  was  the  subject 
of  controversy,  but  he  was  overruled  by  Richard 
Dewey,  who  possessed  a  large  share  of  independence, 
and  would  not  allow  himself  to  be  controlled  or 
influenced   by   the   prejudices   of   others. 

This  may  not  seem  a  very  important  matter,  but 
it  aroused  a  certain  hostility  on  the  part  of  the  land- 
lord, which  arrayed  him  against  Dewey  and  his  com- 
panions at  a  critical  time. 

Entirely  unconscious  of  the  storm  that  was  soon 
to  gather  about  them,  the  little  party  did  good 
justice  to  the  supper  which  Mr.  Brown  set  before 
them. 

"How  would  it  seem,  Jake,  to  have  supper  like 
this  every  night?"  remarked  Ben. 

"  It  would  make  me  feel  like  a  prince,"  answered 
Jake  Bradley. 

"It  is  no  better  than  I  used  to  get  at  Uncle 
Job's,  and  yet  he  was  a  poor  man.     How  he  would 
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stare  if  he  knew  I  was  paying  five  dollars  a  day 
for  no  better  fare  than  he  gave  me!"  replied  our 
hero. 

*' That's  true,  Ben;  but  maybe  it's  easier  to  get 
the  five  dollars  here  than  it  would  have  been  to 
scrape  together  fifty  cents  at  home." 

"  You're  right  there,  Jake.  Fifty  cents  was  a 
pretty  big  sum  to  me  a  year  ago.  I  don't  believe 
Uncle  Job  himself  averages  over  a  dollar  and 
a  quarter  a  day,  and  he  has  a  family  to  support. 
If  I  only  do  well  here,  I'll  make  him  comfortable 
in  his  old  age." 

"I  guess  you'll  have  the  chance,  Ben.  You're 
the  boy  to  succeed.  You're  smart,  and  you're 
willin'  to  work,  and  them's  what  leads  to  success 
out  here." 

"Thank  you,  Jake.  I  will  try  to  deserve  your 
favorable  opinion." 

As  Ben  finished  these  words,  there  was  a  con- 
fused noise  outside,  the  hoarse  murmur  as  of 
angry  men,  and  a  minute  later  Jim  Brown  the 
landlord  entered  the  room,  his  face  dark  and  threat- 
ening. 
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"Strangers,"  said  he,  "I  reckoned  there  was 
something  wrong  about  you  when  you  let  that 
yaller  heathen  sit  down  with  you.  Now,  I  know 
it.  You  ain't  square,  respectable  men ;  you're  hoss- 
thiew !" 
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CHAPTER  XY. 

BILL    MOSELY    REAPPEAES. 

It  will  be  necessary  to  go  back  a  little  in  order 
to  explain  how  so  extraordinary  a  charge  came 
to  be  made  against  the  party  in  which  we  are 
interested. 

Bill  Mosely  and  Tom  Hadley  did  not  become 
reconciled  to  the  loss  of  their  stolen  horses.  They 
found  it  much  less  agreeable  to  use  their  own 
legs  than  "  the  legs  of  the  two  mustangs  which 
had  borne  them  so  comfortably  over  the  hills. 
They  cursed  the  fate  which  had  led  to  their  meet- 
ing with  Ki  Sing,  and  the  poor  Chinaman  would 
have  fared  worse  at  their  hands  had  they  antici- 
pated the  trouble  which  he  indirectly  brought  them. 

Bill  Mosely  was  naturally  lazy ;  any  sort  of  work 
he  considered  beneath  him,  and  he  desired  to  avoid 
all  possible  trouble  in  the  lawless  and  vagabond 
life   which   he   had   chosen.     He  took   it   worse,   in- 
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deed,  than  his  companion,  who  was  neither  so  shift- 
less nor  so  lazy  as  he. 

During  the  few  days  which  had  elapsed  eince  they 
were  glad  to  leave  the  mountain-cabin  they  had 
averaged  less  than  ten  miles'  daily  travel.  They 
had  money  enough  to  purchase  animals  to  replace 
those  which  had  been  taken  from  them,  but  had 
not  found  any  one  who  was  willing  to  sell  for 
a  reasonable  price,  and  Mosely,  though  he  came 
easily  by  his  money,  was  far  from  lavish  in  the 
spending  of  it. 

It  chanced  that  an  hour  after  the  arrival  of 
Richard  Dewey  and  his  party  at  the  Golden  Gulch 
Hotel,  Mosely  and  his  companion,  dusty  and  tired, 
approached  the  small  mining  -  settlement,  of  which 
the  hotel  was  the  principal  building. 

They  had  had  nothing  to  eat  since  morning,  and 
both  of  them  felt  hungry,  not  to  say  ravenous. 

u  Thank  Heaven,  Tom,  there's  a  mining  -  town !" 
ejaculated  Mosely,  with  an  expression  of  devotion 
not  usual  to  him.  "Now  we  can  get  something  to 
eat,  and  I,  for  my  part,  feel  as  empty  as  a  drum. 
It's  hard  travelling  on  an  empty  stomach." 
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"I  should  say  so,"  remarked  Mr.  Hadley,  with 
his  usual  formula.  It  must  be  admitted,  however, 
that  in  the  present  instance  he  was  entirely  sin- 
cere, and  fully  meant  what  he  said. 

"There's  a  hotel,"  said  Tom  Hadley,  a  minute 
later,  venturing  on  an  original  observation. 

"  So  there  is ;  what  is  the  name  ?"  inquired  Mose- 
ly, who  was  not  as  far-sighted  as  his  companion. 

"The  Golden  Gulch  Hotel,"  answered  Hadley, 
shading  his  eyes  and  reading  from  a  distance  of 
fifty  rods  the  pretentious  sign  of  the  little  inn. 

"  I  suppose  they'll  charge  a  fortune  for  a  sup- 
per," said  Mosely,  whose  economical  spirit  was 
troubled  by  the  exorbitant  prices  then  prevalent 
in  California,  "but  we  must  have  it  at  any  cost." 

"I  should  say  so,"  assented  Tom  Hadley,  cordi- 
ally. 

"You  always  have  a  good  appetite  of  your  own," 
observed  Mosely,  not  without  sarcasm,  which,  how- 
ever, Tom  Hadley  was  too  obtuse  to  compre- 
hend. 

"  I  should  say  so,"  returned  Tom  complacently, 
as  if  he  had  received  a  compliment. 
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"No  doubt  you'll  get  your  money's  worth,  no 
matter  how  much  we  pay  for  supper." 

Tom  Hadley  himself  was  of  this  opinion,  and  so 
expressed  himself. 

They  had  already  caught  sight  of  two  mustangg 
which  were  browsing  near  the  Golden  Gulch  Hotel, 
and  the  sight  of  these  useful  animals  excited  the 
envy  and  longing  of  Bill  Mosely. 

"Do  you  see  them  mustangs,  Tom?"  he  inquired. 

"I  should  say  so." 

"I  wish  we  had  them." 

"Couldn't  we  take  them?"  suggested  Hadley,  his 
face  brightening  at  the  thought  of  this  easy  mode 
of  acquiring  what  they  so  much  needed. 

"  Are  you  mad,  Tom  Hadley  V  returned  Bill  Mose- 
ly, shrugging  his  shoulders.  "Are  you  anxious  to 
die?" 

"I  should  say — not." 

"  Then  you'd  better  not  think  of  carrying  off  them 
horses.  Why,  we'd  have  the  whole  pack  of  miners 
after  us,  and  we'd  die  in  our  boots  before  twenty- 
four  hours  had  passed." 

On  the  whole,  this  prospect  did  not  appear  to  be 
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of  an  encouraging  character,  and  Tom  Hadley  quiet- 
ly dropped  the  plan. 

"Perhaps  we  can  buy  them,"  suggested  Mosely 
by  way  of  amendment.  "  I've  got  tired  of  tramping 
over  these  hills  on  foot.  After  we've  got  some  sup- 
per we'll  inquire  who  they  belong  to." 

Up  to  this  point  neither  Mosely  nor  his  compan- 
ion suspected  that  the  mustangs  which  they  desired 
to  purchase  had  once  been  in  their  possession.  That 
discovery  was  to  come  later. 

Before  reaching  the  Golden  Gulch  Hotel  they  en- 
countered the  landlord,  already  introduced  as  Jim 
Brown. 

Mr.  Brown  scanned  the  new-comers  with  an  eye  to 
business.  Being  strangers,  he  naturally  looked  upon 
them  as  possible  customers,  and  was  disposed  from 
motives  of  policy  to  cultivate  their  acquaintance. 

"Evenin',  strangers,"  he  remarked,  as  affably  as 
a  rather  gruff  voice  and  manner  would  permit. 

"  Good-evening,"  said  Bill  Mosely,  socially.  "  What 
might  be  the  name  of  this  settlement  ?" 

"You  kin  see  the  name  on  that  sign  yonder, 
itranger,  ef  your  eyes  are  strong  enough." 
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"Golden  Gulch?" 

"  I  reckon." 

"It  ought  to  be  a  good  place,  from  the  name." 

"  It's  middlin'  good.     Where  might  you  be  from  ?M 

"  "We're  prospectin'  a  little,"  answered  Bill  Mosely 
vaguely;  for  there  had  been  circumstances  in  his 
California  career  that  made  it  impolitic  to  be  too 
definite  in  his  statements. 

"  Where  are  you  bound  ?"  continued  the  landlord, 
with  that  licensed  curiosity  which  no  one  ventured 
to  object  to  in  California. 

"  That  depends  upon  circumstances,  my  friend," 
said  Bill  Mosely,  guardedly.  "We  may  go  to 
'Frisco,  and  then  again  we  may  not.  To-night  we 
propose  to  remain  here  in  Golden  Gulch.  Is  that 
a  comfortable  hotel?" 

"  Well,  stranger,  seein'  I  keep  it  myself,  it  mightn't 
be  exactly  the  thing  for  me  to  say  much  about  it; 
but  I  reckon  you  won't  complain  of  it  if  you  stop 
there." 

"I'm  glad  to  meet  you,"  said  Bill  Mosely,  grasp- 
ing the  landlord's  hand  fervently.  "I  don't  need 
'■*»  ask  any  more  about   it,  seein'  you're  the  land- 
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lord.  You  look  like  a  man  that  can  keep  a  hotel— 
eh,  Tom?" 

"  I  should  say  so,"  returned  Tom  Hadley,  making 
the  answer  that  was  expected  of  him. 

"  You're  a  gentleman !"  said  Jim  Brown,  on 
whom  this  flattery  had  its  effect.  "Just  come 
along  with  me  and  I'll  see  that  you  are  treated 
as  such." 

"  What  are  your  terms,  say,  for  supper  and  lodg- 
ing landlord?"  asked  Bill,  with  commendable  cau- 
tion. 

"  Five  dollars,"  answered  Brown. 

Bill  Mosely's  jaw  fell.  He  had  hoped  it  would 
be  less. 

"And  for  supper  alone?"  he  asked. 

"Two  dollars." 

"We'll  only  take  supper,"  said  Mosely. 

"Just  as  you  say." 

"We're  so  used  to  campin'  out  that  we  couldn't 
breathe  in-doors — eh,  Tom?" 

"I  should  say  so,  Bill." 

"  Suit  yourselves,  strangers.  I  reckon  you'll  want 
breakfast  in  the  mornin'." 
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"As  likely  as  not."  Then,  turning  his  attention 
to  the  mustangs:  "Are  them  mustangs  yours,  land- 
lord r 

"No;  they  belong  to  a  party  that's  stoppin'  with 
me." 

"Will  they  sell?" 

"  I  reckon  not.  There's  a  lame  man  in  the  party, 
and  he  can't  walk  much." 

"  A  lame  man  ?  "Who  is  with  him  ?"  asked  Bill 
Mosely,  with   a  sudden  suspicion  of  the  truth. 

°  Well,  there's  another  man  and  a  hoy  and  a 
heathen    Chinee." 

"Tom,"  said  Bill  Mosely,  in  excitement,  "it's 
the   party    we   left   on    the    mountain." 

"I  should  say  so,  Bill." 

"Do  you  know  them,  strangers?" 

"  Know  them  ?"  ejaculated  Bill  Mosely,  who  in- 
stantly formed  a  plan  which  would  gratify  his  love 
of  vengeance  and  secure  him  the  coveted  horses  at 
one  and  the  same  time — "  I  reckon  I  know  them 
only  too  well.  They  stole  those  mustangs  from  me 
and  my  friend  a  week  ago.  I  thought  them  ani- 
mals looked    natural." 
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"  Hoss-thieves !"  said  the  landlord.  "  Well,  I  sur- 
mised there  was  something  wrong  about  them  when 
they  let  that  yaller  heathen  set  down  to  the  tabis 
-sntb  them." 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

▲  TRAVESTY  OF  JUSTICE. 

It  was  speedily  noised  about  in  the  mining-camp 
that  a  party  of  horse-thieves  had  had  the  audacity 
to  visit  the  settlement,  and  were  even  now  guests 
of  the  Golden  Gulch  Hotel. 

Now,  in  the  eyes  of  a  miner  a  horse-thief  was  as 
bad  as  a  murderer.  He  was  considered  rather  worse 
than  an  ordinary  thief,  since  the  character  of  his 
theft  gave  him  better  facilities  for  getting  away 
with  his  plunder.  He  was  looked  upon  by  all  as 
a  common  and  dangerous  enemy,  on  whom  any 
community  was  justified  in  visiting  the  most  con- 
dign  punishment. 

Bill  Mosely  knew  very  well  the  feeling  he  would 
rouse  against  the  men  whom  he  hated,  and,  having 
started  the  movement,  waited  complacently  for  tha 
expected  results  to  follow. 
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Jim  Brown  was  by  no  means  slow  in  spreading 
the  alarm.  True,  these  men  were  his  guests,  an(? 
it  might  be  considered  that  it  was  against  his  inter- 
ests to  denounce  them,  but  he  knew  his  claim  for 
entertainment  would  be  allowed  him  out  of  the 
funds  found  in  possession  of  the  party,  with  prob- 
ably a  liberal  addition  as  a  compensation  for  reveal- 
ing their  real  character. 

Horse-thieves!  No  sooner  did  the  news  spread 
than  the  miners,  most  of  whom  were  through  work 
for  the  day,  began  to  make  their  way  to  the  neigh- 
borhood of  the  hotel. 

There  hadn't  been  any  excitement  at  Golden 
Gulch  for  some  time,  and  this  promised  a  first- 
class   sensation. 

"Hang  'em  up!  That's  what  I  say,"  suggested 
Brown  the  landlord. 

"  Where's  the  men  that  call  'em  thieves  ?"  asked 
one  of  the  miners,  a  middle-aged  man,  who  was 
gober  and  slow-spoken,  and  did  not  look  like  a  man 
to  be  easily  carried  away  by  a  storm  of  prejudice 
or  a  wave  of  excitement. 

"Here    they  be,"    said    Brown,   pointing  to   Bill 
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Mosely  and  Tom  Hadley,  who  were  speedily  sur- 
rounded by   an   excited   crowd. 

"What  have  you  say?"  asked  the  first  speak- 
er  of   Mosely. 

Bill  Mosely  repeated  his  story  glibly.  It  was  to 
this  effect:  They  had  met  the  Chinaman,  who  in- 
duced them  to  accompany  him  to  the  cabin  where 
his  master  lay  sick.  From  motives  of  compassion 
they  assented.  "When  they  reached  the  cabin  they 
were  set  upon  by  the  combined  party,  their  horses 
were  taken  from  them,  they  were  tied  to  trees,  where 
they  were  kept  in  great  pain  all  night,  and  in  the 
morning  stripped  of  the  greater  part  of  their  money 
and  sent  adrift. 

It  will  be  seen  that  the  story  did  not  entirely 
deviate  from  fact,  and  was  very  artfully  framed  to 
excite  sympathy  for  the  narrator  and  indignation 
against  the  perpetrators  of  the  supposed  outrage. 
Tom  Hadley,  who  had  not  the  prolific  imagination 
of  his  comrade,  listened  in  open-mouthed  wonder 
to  the  fanciful  tale,  but  did  not  offer  to  corroborate 
it  in  his  usual  manner. 

The  tale  was  so  glibly  told  that  it  carried  convie- 
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fcion  to  the  minds  of  most  of  those  present,  and  a 
storm  of  indignation  arose. 

"  Let's  have  'em  out !  let's  hang  'em  up !"  ex- 
claimed one  impetuous  miner. 

Others  echoed  the  cry,  and  the  company  of  miners 
in  stern  phalanx  marched  to  the  hotel,  where,  un- 
©onscious  of  the  impending  peril,  our  friends  were 
resting  after  the  day's  fatigue. 

We  have  already  described  the  manner  in  which 
Jim  Brown  burst  in  upon  them  with  the  startling 
charge  that  they  were  horse-thieves. 

Of  course  all  were  startled  except  Ki  Siug,  who 
did  not  fully  comprehend  the  situation. 

Richard  Dewey  was  the  first  to  speak.  ""What 
do  you  mean,"  he  said,  sternly,  "by  this  prepos- 
terous  charge?" 

"You'll  find  out  soon  enough,"  said  the  landlord, 
aodding  significantly.  "  Jest  you  file  out  of  that  door 
pretty  quick.     "  There's  some  of  us  want  to  see  you." 

"What  does  all  this  mean?"  asked  Dewey,  turn- 
ing to  Jake  Bradley. 

"I  don't  know,"  answered  Bradley.  "It  looks 
like  a  conspiracy." 
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The  party  filed  out,  and  were  confronted  by  some 
thirty  or  forty  black-bearded,  stern-faced  men,  who 
had  tried  and  condemned  them  in  advance  of  their 
appearance. 

Eichard  Dewey  glanced  at  the  feces  before  himf 
and  his  spirit  sank  within  him.  He  had  been  pres- 
ent at  a  similar  scene  before — a  scene  which  had 
terminated  in  a  tragedy — and  he  knew  how  swift 
and  relentless  those  men  could  be.  Who  could 
have  made  such  a  charge  he  did  not  yet  know,  but, 
innocent  as  he  and  his  companions  were,  he  knew 
that  their  word  would  not  be  taken,  and  the  mis- 
take might  lead  to  death.  But  he  was  not  a  man 
to  quail  or  blanch. 

" Hoss-thieves !  string  'em  up!"  was  shouted  from 
more  than  one  throat. 

Richard  Dewey  calmly  surveyed  the  angry  throng. 
"  Gentlemen,"  he  said,  "  I  am  no  more  a  horse-thief 
than  any  one  of  you." 

There  was  a  buzz  of  indignation,  as  if  he  had! 
confessed  his   guilt   and   implicated  them   in   it. 

"  I  demand  to  see  and  face  my  accusers,"  he  said 
boldly.     "What  man  has   dared  to  charge  me  an<£ 
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my  friends  with  the  mean  and  contemptible  crime 
of  stealing  horses?" 

Jake  Bradley  had  been  looking  about  him  toa 
Over  the  heads  of  the  men,  who  stood  before  them 
drawn  up  in  a  semicircle,  he  saw  what  had  escaped 
the  notice  of  Richard  Dewey,  the  faces  and  figures 
of  Bill  Mosely  and  Tom  Hadley. 

"Dick,"  said  he,  suddenly,  "I  see  iv  all.  Look 
yonder!  There  are  them  two  mean  skunks,  Bill 
Mosely  and  Tom  Hadley.  It's  they  who  have 
been   bringin'   this  false  slander  ag'in   us." 

Richard  Dewey  and  Ben  immediately  looked  in 
the  direction  indicated. 

Bill  Mosely  eyed  them  with  a  glance  of  evil  and 
exulting  triumph,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  It's  my  turn 
now;   I  am  having  my  revenge." 

But  Jim  Brown,  who  seemed  to  be  acting  as 
prosecuting  attorney,  had  already  summoned  the 
two   men   to   come  forward   and   testify. 

"Here's  the  men!"  he  said,  exultingly.  "Here's 
fche  men  you  robbed  of  their  horses  and  tied  to 
irees. — Isn't  it  so,   stranger?" 

Bill   Mosely  inclined   his  head  in  the  affirmative, 
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and  Tom  Hadley,  being  also  asked,  answered,  but 
rather   faintly,   "  I   should   say   so." 

Lying  did  not  come  as  natural  to  him  as  to 
Bill. 

Richard  Dewey  laughed  scornfully. 

"Are  those  the  men,"  he  asked,  "who  charge  us 
with  stealing  their  horses?" 

"  In  course  they  do." 

"Then,"  burst  forth  Jake  Bradley,  impetuously, 
"of  all  the  impudent  and  lyin'  scoundrels  I  ever 
met,  they'll   carry   off  the   prize." 

"Of  course  you  deny  it,"  said  Bill  Mosely,  bra- 
zenly  persisting  in  his  falsehood.  "A  man  that'll 
steal  will  lie.  Perhaps  you  will  charge  us  with 
stealin'   the  horses   next." 

"  That's  just  what  I  do,"  said  Bradley,  in  an  ex- 
cited tone.  "You're  not  only  horse-thieves,  but 
you'll  take  gold-dust  an*  anything  else  you  can 
lay  your  hands  on." 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Bill  Mosely,  shrugging  his 
shoulders,  "you  see  how  he  is  tryin'  to  fasten  his 
own  guilt  on  me  and  my  innocent  pard  here.  It 
isn't  enough    that  he  ptole    our  horses  and  forced 
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us  to  foot  it  over  them  rough  hills,  but  now  he 
wants  to  steal  away  our  reputation  for  honor  and 
honesty.  He  thinks  you're  easy  to  be  imposed 
on,  but  I  know  better.  You  won't  see  two  inno- 
cent men  lied  about  and  charged  with  disgraceful 
crimes  ?" 

"I  admire  that  fellow's  cheek,"  said  Bradley  in 
an  undertone  to  Richard  Dewey,  but  he  soon  found 
that  the  consequences  were  likely  to  be  disastrous 
to  him  and  his  party.  The  crowd  were  getting  im- 
patient, and  readily  seconded  the  words  of  Jim 
Brown  when  he  followed  up  Bill  Mosely's  speech 
by  a  suggestion  that  they  proceed  at  once  to  vin- 
dicate justice  by  a   summary  execution. 

They  rushed  forward  and  seized  upon  our  four 
friends,  Ki  Sing  included,  and  hurried  them  off 
to  a  cluster  of  tall   trees  some  twenty  rods  away. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

LYNCH   LAW. 

Nothing  is  so  unreasoning  as  a  crowd  under  ex- 
citement. The  miners  were  inflamed  with  fierce 
anger  against  men  of  whom  they  knew  nothing, 
except  that  they  were  accused  of  theft  by  two 
other  men,  of  whom  also  they  knew  nothing. 
Whether  the  charge  was  true  or  false  they  did 
not  stop  to  inquire.  Apparently,  they  did  not  care. 
They  only  wanted  revenge,  and  that  stern  and  im- 
mediate. 

The  moderate  speaker,  already  referred  to,  tried 
to  turn  the  tide  by  an  appeal  for  delay.  "Wait 
till  morning,"  he  said.  "This  charge  may  not  be 
true.     Let  us  not  commit  an  injustice." 

But  his  appeal  was  drowned  in  the  cries  of  the 
excited  crowd,  "Hang  the  horse-thieves!  string 
'em  up." 

Each  of  the  four  victims  was  dragged  by  a  force 
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which  he  couldn't  resist  to  the  place  of  execu- 
tion. 

Richard  Dewey  was  pale,  but  his  expression  wag 
stern  and  contemptuous,  as  if  he  regarded  the  party 
of  miners  as  fools  or  lunatics. 

"Was  this  to  be  the  end?"  he  asked  himself. 
"Just  as  the  prospect  of  happiness  was  opening 
before  him,  just  as  he  was  to  be  reunited  to  the 
object  of  his  affection,  was  he  to  fall  a  victim  to 
the  fury  of  a  mob?" 

Jake  Bradley  perhaps  took  the  matter  more  phil- 
osophically than  either  of  the  other  three.  He  had 
less  to  live  for,  and  his  attachment  to  life  was  not 
therefore  so  strong.  Still,  to  be  hanged  as  a  thief 
was  not  a  pleasant  way  to  leave  life,  and  that  was 
what  he  thought  of  most.  Again,  his  sympathy 
was  excited  in  behalf  of  the  boy  Ben,  whom  he 
had  come  to  love  as  if  he  were  his  own  son.  He 
could  not  bear  to  think  of  the  boy's  young  life  be- 
ing extinguished  in  so  shocking  a  manner. 

"This  is  rough,  Ben,"  he  managed  to  say  as 
the  two,  side  by  side,  were  hurried  along  by  the 
vindictive   crowd. 
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Ben's  face  was  pale  and  his  heart  was  fall  of 
sorrow  and  awe  with  the  prospect  of  a  shameful 
death  rising  before  him.  Life  was  sweet  to  him, 
and  it  seemed  hard   to  lose  it. 

"Yes  it  is,"  answered  Ben,  faltering.  "Can't 
something  be  done?" 

Jake  Bradley  shook  his  head  mournfully.  "  I  am 
afraid  not,"  he  said.  "  I'd  like  to  shoot  one  of  those 
lyin'  scoundrels "  (referring  to  Bill  Mosely  and  his  com- 
panion) "  before  I  am  swung  off.  To  think  their  word 
should  cost  us  our  lives !     It's  a  burnin'   shame !" 

Ki  Sing  looked  the  image  of  terror  as  he  too 
was  forced  forward  by  a  couple  of  strong  miners. 
His  feet  refused  to  do  their  office,  and  he  was  liter- 
ally dragged  forward,  his  feet  trailing  along  the 
ground.  He  was  indeed  a  ludicrous  figure,  if  any* 
thing  connected  with  such  a  tragedy  can  be  consid- 
ered ludicrous;  Probably  it  was  not  so  much  death 
that  Ki  Sing  feared,  for  with  his  race  life  is  held 
cheap,  but  Chinamen  shrink  from  violence,  partic- 
ularly that  of  a  brutal  character.  They  are  ready 
with  their  knives,  but  other  violence  is  not  common 
among  them. 
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BUI  Mosely  and  Tom  Hadley  followed  in  the  rear 
of  the  crowd.  They  would  have  liked  to  improve 
the  time  by  stealing  away  with  the  mustangs  which 
they  coveted,  but  even  in  this  hour  of  public  ex- 
citement they  knew  it  would  not  be  safe,  and  the 
act  might  arouse  suspicion. 

While  Mosely  felt  gratified  that  the  men  he  hated 
were  likely  to  be  put  out  of  the  way,  there  was  in 
his  heart  a  sensation  of  fear,  and  he  involuntarily 
shuddered  when  he  reflected  that  if  justice  were 
done  he  would  be  in  the  place  of  these  men  who 
were  about  to  suffer  a  shameful  death.  Moreover, 
he  knew  that  some  day  it  were  far  from  improbable 
that  he  himself  would  be  figuring  in  a  similar  scene 
as  a  chief  actor,  or  rather  chief  victim.  So,  though 
he  exulted,  he  also  trembled. 

Meanwhile  the  place  of  execution  had  been  reach 
ed.  Then  it  was  discovered  that  one  important  ac- 
cessory to  the  contemplated  tragedy  was  lacking — 
a  rope.  So  one  of  the  party  was  sent  to  the  hotel 
for  a  rope,  being  instructed  by  Jim  Brown  where 
to  find  it. 

It  seemed   the    last  chance  for    an    appeal,   and, 
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hopeless  as  it  seemed,  Richard  Dewey  resolved  tc 
improve  it.  "  Gentlemen,"  he  said  in  a  solemn 
tone,  "I  call  God  to  witness  that  you  are  about 
to  put  to  death  four  innocent  men." 

"Enough  of  that!"  said  Jim  Brown,  roughly 
"  We  don't  want  to  hear  any  more  of  your  talk." 

But  Dewey  did  not  stop.  "You  have  condemned 
us,"  he  proceeded,  "  on  the  testimony  of  two  as  ar- 
rant scoundrels  as  can  be  found  in  California;"  and 
he  pointed  scornfully  at  Bill  Mosely  and  his  part> 
ner. 

"  Are  you  goin'  to  let  him  insult  us  ?"  asked 
Mosely  in  the  tone  of  a  wronged  man. 

"  That  don't  go  down,  stranger,"  said  Jim  Brown. 
"We  know  you're  guilty,  and  that's  enough." 

"You  know  it?  How  do  you  know  it?"  retorted 
Dewey.  "  What  proof  is  there  except  the  word  of 
two  thieves  and  liars  who  deserve  the  fate  which 
you  are  preparing  for  us?" 

"Hang  'em  up!"  shouted  somebody;  and  the  cry 
was  taken  up  by  the  rest. 

"If  you  won't  believe  me,"  continued  Dewey, 
"  I  want  to  make  one  appeal — to  ask  one  last  favor. 
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Spare  the  life  of  that  innocent  boy,  who  certainly 
has  done  no  evil.  If  there  are  any  fathers  present 
I  ask,  Have  you  the  heart  to  take  away  the  life  of 
a  child  just  entering  upon  life  and  its  enjoyments?" 

He  had  touched  the  chord  in  the  hearts  of  more 
than  one. 

"That's  so!"  cried  the  speaker  who  had  tried  to 
stem  the  popular  excitement.  "It  would  be  a 
crime  and  a  disgrace,  and  I'll  shoot  the  man  that 
puts  the  rope  'round  the  boy's  neck." 

"You're  right,"  cried  three  others,  who  them- 
selves had  left  children  in  their  distant  homes. 
"The  boy's  life  must  be  saved." 

The  two  men  who  held  Ben  in  their  grasp  re- 
leased him,  and  our  young  hero  found  himself 
free.  There  was  a  great  rush  of  joy  to  his  heart 
as  he  saw  the  shadow  of  death  lifted  from  him, 
but  he  was  not  satisfied  that  his  life  alone  should 
be  spared.  He  resolved  to  make  an  appeal  in 
turn.  "  Gentlemen,"  he  said,  "  I  am  only  a  boy, 
but  I  want  to  speak  a  few  words,  and  those  words 
shall  be  true." 

Ben  had  been  a  good  speaker  at  school,  and   he 
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had  unconsciously  assumed  the  attitude  with  which 
he  commenced  declaiming  upon  the  school-rostrum. 

"  Hear  the  boy  I"  shouted  several ;  and  there  wag 
a  general  silence.  It  was  a  new  thing  to  be  ad- 
dressed by  a  boy,  and  there  was  a  feeling  of  curi- 
osity as  to  what  he  would  say. 

"  I  want  to  say  this,"  continued  Ben — "  that  what 
Mr.  Dewey  has  said  is  strictly  true.  Not  one  of 
us  is  guilty  of  the  crime  that  has  been  charged 
upon  us.  The  men  who  have  testified  against  us 
are  thieves,  and  robbed  us  of  these  very  horse3, 
which  we  finally  recovered  from  them.  May  I 
tell  you  how  it  all  happened?" 

Partly  from  curiosity,  the  permission  was  given, 
and  Ben,  in  plain,  simple  language,  told  the  story 
of  how  they  had  received  Mosely  and  Hadley  hos- 
pitably, and  awoke  in  the  morning  to  find  that  they 
had  stolen  their  horses.  He  also  described  the  man- 
ner in  which  later  they  tried  to  rob  Dewey  when  con- 
fined to  his  bed  by  sickness.  His  words  were  frank 
and  sincere,  and  bore  the  impress  of  truth.  Evi- 
dently  a    sentiment  was   being  created  favorable  to 

the  prisoners,  and  Bill  Mosely  saw  it  and  trembled, 
10 
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"Let  us  go,"  he  whispered  to  Hadley. 

"If  you  wish  to  know  whether  I  speak  the 
truth,"  Ben  concluded,  "  look  in  the  faces  of  those 
two  men  who  have  accused  us." 

The  terror  in  the  face  of  Bill  Mosely  was  plainly 
to  be  seen.  Suddenly  the  minds  of  the  fickle  mul- 
titude veered  round  to  the  two  accusers,  and  shouts 
arose:  "The  boy's  right!     Hang  the  thieves!" 

Then  Bill  Mosely  did  perhaps  the  most  unwise 
thing  possible.  His  courage  fairly  broke  down, 
and  he  started  to  run.  Immediately  a  dozen  men 
were  on  his  track.  He  was  brought  back,  moan- 
ing and  begging  for  mercy,  but  the  crowd  was  in 
no  merciful  mood.  Victims  they  demanded,  and 
when  the  rope  was  brought  the  two  wretched  men 
were  summarily  suspended  to  the  branches  of  two 
neighboring  trees. 

They  had  fallen  into  the  pit  which  they  had  pre- 
pared for  others. 

As  for  Ben,  he  became  the  hero  of  the  hour.  The 
miners  raised  him  on  their  shoulders  and  bore  him 
aloft  in  triumph  to  the  hotel  from  which  he  had 
so  recentlv  been   dragged  to  execution. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

AFTER   THE    EXECUTION. 

While  Ben  rejoiced  and  lifted  silent  thanks  to 
God  for  his  narrow  escape  from  a  shameful  death, 
he  felt  no  satisfaction  in  the  knowledge  that  the 
men  who  had  basely  conspired  against  them  had 
suffered  the  like  terrible  fate.  He  averted  his  head 
in  horror  from  the  sight,  and,  innocent  as  he  was 
of  fault,  he  felt  depressed  to  think  that  his  words 
had  resulted  in  bringing  this  punishment  upon 
them. 

I  have  said  that  he  was  the  hero  of  the  hour. 
Boys  were  scarce  in  California,  and  the  hearts  of 
the  miners  warmed  to  him  on  account  of  his  youth 
and  the  memories  it  called  up  of  their  own  chil- 
dren far  away. 

A  self-appointed  committee  waited  upon  him  and 
asked  him  tc  stay  with  them. 

"  We'll  all  help  you  along,"  they  said.        We  will 
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make  your  share  equal  to  that  of  the  luckiest  minei 
among  us.  You're  true  grit,  and  we  respect  you 
foi    it.     What  do  you  say?" 

"What  shall  I  do,  Jake?"  he  asked  of  Bradley  c 

"  It's  a  fair  offer,  Ben.  Perhaps  you'd  best  stay. 
Fd  stay  too,  only  I  want  to  see  Dick  Dewey  safe 
in  'Frisco.  When  he  and  his  gal  are  j'ined  I'll 
come  back  and  try  my  luck  here." 

"  I  will  do  the  same,  Jake.  I  want  to  go  to  San 
Francisco  and  see  the  lady  who  was  so  kind  to  me. 
I  sha'n't  feel  that  I've  done  all  my  duty  till  I  have 
seen  her  and  Mr.  Dewey  united.  Then  I  shall  be 
ready  to  come  back." 

"Tell  'em  so,  Ben." 

Ben  gave  this  answer  to  those  who  had  asked 
him  to  stay,  thanking  them  gratefully  for  their 
kind   offer.     His   answer  gave   general   satisfaction. 

Ben  could  hardly  realize  that  these  very  men  had 
been  impatient  to  hang  him  only  an  hour  before. 
He  was  thankful  for  this  change  in  their  senti- 
ments, though  he  did  not  pretend  to  understand  it 

Bradley  and  Dewey,  knowing  the  fickleness  of  a 
mining  -  community,   were  a  little   apprehensive   that 
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thei*  original  suspicions  might  again  be  aroused, 
and  inat  some  among  them  might  be  led  to  think 
they  had  make  a  mistake,  after  all,  and  hung  the 
wrong  men.  That  would  be  serious,  and  perhaps 
dangerous  to  them.  They  reflected  that  only  Ben's 
speech  had  turned  the  tide  of  sentiment,  and  the  two 
thieves  had  been  hung  on  the  unsupported  word 
of  a  boy.  Might  not  this  occur  to  some  of  the 
company  in  some  of  their  cooler  moments?  They 
decided  in  a  secret  conference  that  it  would  be  best 
for  them  to  get  away  early  the  next  morning — that 
is,  as  early  as  practicable — before  any  change  had 
come  over  the  minds  of  their  new  friends. 

Later,  however,  they  were  relieved  from  their 
momentary   apprehension. 

Two  men  who  had  been  out  hunting  did  not  re- 
turn to  the  camp  till  an  hour  after  the  execution 
had  taken  place. 

"What's  happened?"  they  asked. 

"We've  only  been  hangin'  a  couple  of  hoss- 
thieves,"  was  answered  coolly  by  one  of  their  com- 
rades. "  We  came  near  hangin'  the  wrong  men,  but 
we  found  out  our  mistake." 
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The  two  hunters  went  to  view  the  bodies  of  the 
malefactors,  who  were  still  suspended  from  the  ex- 
temporized gallows. 

"  I  know  them  men,"  said  one  with  sudden  recog- 
nition. 

"  What  do  you  know  about  them  ?  Did  you  ever 
meet  them?" 

"  I  reckon  I  did.  They  camped  with  me  one  night, 
and  in  the  morning  they  were  missing,  and  all  my 
gold-dust  too." 

"  Then  it's  true  what  the  boy  said  ?  they're  thieves, 
and  no  mistake?" 

"You've  made  no  mistake  this  time.  You've 
hung  the  right  men." 

This  fresh  testimony  was  at  once  communicated 
to  the  miners,  and  received  with  satisfaction,  as 
one  or  two  had  been  a  little  in  doubt  as  to 
whether  the  two  men  were  really  guilty.  No  one 
heard  it  with  more  pleasure  than  Dewey  and 
Bradley,  who  felt  now  that  they  were  completely 
exonerated. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

BEN    WINS   LAURELS   AS   A   SINGER. 

Our  party  had  no  further  complaint  to  make  of 
ill-treatment.  During  the  remainder  of  the  evening 
they  were  treated  with  distinguished  consideration, 
and  every  effort  was  made  to  make  their  sojourn 
pleasant. 

As  the  miners  gathered  round  a  blazing  log-fire 
built  out  of  doors,  which  the  cool  air  of  evening 
made  welcome,  it  was  proposed  that  those  who  had 
any  vocal  gifts  should  exert  them  for  the  benefit 
of   the   company. 

Three  or  four  of  those  present  had  good  voices, 
and  sang  such  songs  as  they  knew. 

Finally,  one  of  the  miners  turned  to  Bradley. 
"Can't  you   sing  us   something,  friend?"   he  asked. 

"  You  don't  know  what  you're  asking,"  said  Brad- 
ley.    "My  voice  sounds   like  a  rusty  saw.     If  you 
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enjoy  the  howlin'  of  wolves,  mayhap  you  might 
like   my   singin'." 

"  I  reckon  you're  excused,"  said  the  questioner. 

"My  friend  Dick  Dewey  will  favor  you,  perhaps, 
I  never  heard  him  sing,  but  I  reckon  he  might  if 
he  tried." 

"Won't  you  sing?"  was  asked  of  Dewey. 

Richard  Dewey  would  have  preferred  to  remain 
silent,  but  his  life  had  been  spared,  and  the  men 
around  him,  though  rough  in  manner,  seemed  to 
mean  kindly.  He  conquered  his  reluctance,  there- 
fore, and  sang  a  couple  of  ballads  in  a  clear, 
musical  voice  with   good   effect. 

"  Now  it's  the  boy's  turn,"  said  one. 

Ben,  was  in  fact,  a  good  singer.  He  had  attend- 
ed a  country  singing-school  for  two  terms,  and  he 
was  gifted  with  a  strong  and  melodious  voice. 
Bradley  had  expected  that  he  would  decline  bash- 
fully, but  Ben  had  a  fair  share  of  self-possession, 
and   felt   there   was   no  good   reason  to   decline. 

"I  don't  know  many  songs,"  he  said,  "but  I  am 
ready  to  do  my  share." 

The     first     song     which     occurred     to    him     waa 
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"  A  nnie  Laurie,"  and  he  sang  it  through  with 
taste  and  effect.  As  his  sweet,  boyish  notes  fell 
on  the  ears  of  the  crowd  they  listened  as  if  spell- 
bound, and  at  the  end  gave  him  a  round  of  ap- 
plause. 

I  don't  wish  to  represent  that  Ben  was  a  re- 
markable singer.  His  knowledge  of  music  was 
only  moderate,  but  his  voice  was  unusually  strong 
and  sweet,  and  his  audience  were  not  disposed  to 
be  critical. 

He  sang  one  song  after  another,  until  at  last  he 
declared  that  he  was  tired  and  would  sing  but  one 
more.     "What  shall  it  be?"  he  asked. 

"'Sweet  Home/"  suggested  one;  and  the  rest 
took  it  up  in  chorus. 

That  is  a  song  that  appeals  to  the  heart  at  all 
times  and  in  all  places,  but  it  may  well  be  under- 
stood that  among  the  California  mountains,  before 
an  audience  every  man  of  whom  was  far  from 
home,  it  would  have  a  peculiar  and  striking  effect. 
The  singer,  too,  as  he  sang,  had  his  thoughts  car- 
ried back  to  the  home  three  thousand  miles  away 
where   lived  all   who  were   near   and   dear   to   him, 
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and   the    thought    lent  new  tenderness   and   pathos 
to  his   song. 

Tears  came  to  the  eyes  of  more  than  one  rough 
miner  as  he  listened  to  the  sweet  strains,  and 
there  were  few  in  whom  home-memories  were  not 
excited. 

There  was  a  moment's  hush,  and  then  a  great 
roar  of  applause.  Ben  had  made  a  popular  suc- 
cess of  which  a  prima  donna  might  have  been 
proud. 

One  enthusiastic  listener  wanted  to  take  up  a 
contribution  for  the  singer,  but  Ben  steadily  de- 
clined it.  "I  am  glad  if  I  have  given  any  one 
pleasure,"  he  said,  "but  I  can't  take  money  for 
that" 

"Ben,"  said  Jake  Bradley,  when  the  crowd  had 
dispersed,  "you've  made  two  ten -strikes  to-day. 
You've  carried  off  all  the  honors,  both  as  an  ora- 
tor and  a  singer." 

"You  saved  all  our  lives  by  that  speech  of 
yours,  Ben,"  said  Dewey.  "We  will  not  soon  for- 
get that" 

'It  was  your    plea    for    me    that    give   me    the 
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chance,   Mr.   Dewey,"   said   Ben.      "I   owe   my  life 
first  of  all  to  you." 

"That  does  not  affect  my  obligation  to  you.  Tf 
I  am  ever  in  a  situation  to  befriend  you,  you  may 
count  with  all  confidence  upon  Richard  Dewey." 

"  Thank  you,  Mr.  Dewey.  I  would  sooner  apply 
to  you  than  any  man  I  know — except  Bradley," 
he  added,  noticing  that  his  faithful  comrade 
seemed  disturbed  by  what  he  said. 

Jake  Bradley  brightened  up  and  regarded  Ben 
with  a  look  of  affection.  He  had  come  to  feel 
deeply  attached  to  the  boy  who  had  shared  his 
dangers  and  privations,  and  in  all  proved  himself 
a  loyal  friend. 

The  next  morning  the  three  friends  set  out  for 
San  Francisco,  carrying  with  them  the  hearty 
good  wishes  of  the  whole  mining -settlement. 

"You  have  promised  to  come  back?"  said  more 
than  one. 

"Yes,"  said  Bradley;  "well  come  back  if  we 
ain't  prevented,  and  I  reckon  we  won't  be  unless 
we  get  hanged  for  hoss-stealin'  somewhere  on  the 
road." 
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This  sally  called  forth  a  hearty  laugh  from  the 
miners,  who  appreciated  the  joke. 

"It's  all  very  well  for  you  to  laugh,"  said  Brad- 
ley, shaking  his  head,  "but  I  don't  want  to  come 
any  nearer  hangin'  than  I  was  last  night." 

"All's  well  that  ends  well,"  said  one  of  the 
miners  lightly. 

Neither  Ben  nor  Richard  Dewey  could  speak  or 
think  so  lightly  of  the  narrow  escape  they  had 
had  from  a  shameful  death,  and  though  they 
smiled,  as  was  expected  by  the  crowd,  it  was  a 
grave  smile,  with  no  mirth  in  it. 

"  You'll  come  back  too,  boy  ?"  was  said  to  Ben. 

"Yes,  I  expect  to." 

"You  won't  be  sorry  for  it. — Boys,  let  us  stake 
out  two  claims  for  the  boy  and  his  friend,  and 
when  they  come  back  we'll  help  them  work  them 
for  a  while." 

"  Agreed !  agreed  I"  said  all. 

So  with  hearty  manifestations  of  good-will  the 
three  friends  rode  on  their  way. 

"  It's  strange,"  observed  Dewey,  thoughtfully, 
"how     this    wild   and    lonely   life  effects    the    cha- 
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racter.  Some  of  these  men  who  were  so  Dear 
hanging  us  on  the  unsupported  accusation  of  two 
men  of  whom  they  knew  nothing  were  good,  law- 
abiding  citizens  at  home.  There  they  would  not 
have  dreamed  of  such  summary  proceedings." 

"That's  where  it  comes  in,"  said  Bradley.  "It 
ain't  here  as  it  is  there.  There's  no  time  here  to 
wait  for  courts  and  trials." 

"  So  you  too  are  in  favor  of  Judge  Lynch  V 

"  Judge  Lynch  didn't  make  any  mistake  when  he 
swung  off  them  two  rascals,  Hadley  and  Bill 
Mosely." 

"We  might  have  been  in  their  places,  Jake," 
said  Ben. 

"That  would  have  been  a  pretty  bad  mistake" 
said  Bradley,  shrugging  his  shoulders. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

A   LITTLE   RETROSPECT. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  a  merchant  in  Albany, 
Mr.  John  Campbell,  was  the  guardian  of  Miss  Flor- 
ence Douglas,  whom  our  hero,  Ben,  had  escorted 
from   New  York  to   San   Francisco. 

The  disappearance  of  his  ward  was  exceedingly 
annoying,  since  it  interfered  with  plans  which  he 
had  very  much  at  heart.  He  had  an  only  son, 
Orton  Campbell,  now  a  young  man  of  twenty- 
eight.  He  was  young  in  years  only,  being  a  stiff, 
grave,  wooden-faced  man,  who  in  his  starched  man- 
ners was  a  close  copy  of  his  father.  Both  father 
and  son  were  excessively  fond  of  money,  and  the 
large  amount  of  the  fortune  of  the  young  lady, 
who  stood  to  the  father  in  the  relation  of  ward, 
had  excited  the  covetousness  of  both.  It  was  al- 
most immediately  arranged   between  father  and   son 
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that  she  should  marry  the  latter,  either  of  her  own 
free  will  or  upon  compulsion. 

In  pursuance  of  this  agreement,  Mr.  Orton  Camp- 
bell took  advantage  of  the  ward's  residence  in  his 
father's  family  to  press  upon  her  attentions  which 
clearly  indicated   his  ultimate   object. 

Florence  Douglas  felt  at  first  rather  constrained 
to  receive  her  guardian's  son  with  politeness,  and 
this,  being  misinterpreted,  led  to  an  avowal  of 
love. 

Orton  Campbell  made  his  proposal  in  a  confident, 
matter  -  of-  fact  manner,  as  if  it  were  merely  a  mat- 
ter of  form,  and  the  answer  must  necessarily  be 
favorable. 

The  young  lady  drew  back  in  dignified  surprise, 
hastily  withdrawing  the  hand  which  he  had  seized. 
"I  cannot  understand,  Mr.  Campbell,"  she  said, 
"what  can  have  induced  you  to  address  me  in  this 
manner." 

"  I  don't  know  why  you  should  be  surprised, 
Miss  Douglas,"   returned   Orton  Campbell,  offended. 

"  I  have  never  given  you  any  reason  to  suppose 
that  I  regarded  you  with  favor." 
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"You  have  always  seemed  glad  to  see  me,  but 
perhaps  that  was  only  coquetry,"  said  Orton,  in  a 
disagreeable  manner. 

"  I  certainly  have  never  treated  you  with  more 
than  ordinary  politeness,  except,  indeed,  as  my  resi- 
dence in  your  father's  house  has  necessarily  brought 
us  nearer  together/' 

"  I  don't  think,  Miss  Douglas,  you  would  find  me 
a  bad  match,"  said  the  young  man,  condescending 
to  drop  his  sneering  tone  and  plead  his  cause.  "I 
am  already  worth  a  good  sum  of  money.  I  am 
my  father's  partner,  and  I  shall  become  richer  every 
year." 

"It  is  not  a  matter  of  money  with  me,  Mr. 
Campbell.  When  I  marry,  that  will  be  a  minor 
consideration." 

"Of  course,  because  you  have  a  fortune  of  your 
own." 

"  Yes,"  said  Florence,  regarding  him  significantly, 
for  she  suspected  that  it  was  rather  her  fortune 
than  herself  that  he  desired,  being  no  stranger  to 
his   love   of   money. 

Perhaps    he    understood    her,   for   he    continued  : 
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"Of  course  I  don't  care  for  that,  you  know.  I 
should    offer  myself   to   you  if   you   had   nothing." 

This  Florence  Douglas  thoroughly  disbelieved. 
She  answered  coldly,  "I  thank  you  for  the  com- 
pliment you  pay  me,  but  I  beg  you  to  drop  the 
subject." 

"I  will  wait." 

"  You  will  wait  in  vain.  I  will  look  upon  you  as 
a  friend  if  you  desire  it,  but  there  can  be  nothing 
more  than  friendship  between  us." 

Orton  Campbell  was  very  much  chagrined,  and 
reported  the  result  of  his  suit  to  his  father. 

"  I  will  speak  to  her  myself,"  said  the  father. 
"As  her  guardian  I  ought  to  have  some  influence 
with  her." 

He  soon  ascertained,  however,  that  Florence 
Douglas    had    a    will    of  her    own. 

After  a  time  he  dropped  persuasion  and  had  re- 
course to  threats.  "  Miss  Douglas,"  he  said,  "  I  shall 
have  to  remind  you  that  I  am  your  guardian." 

"I  am  quite  aware  of  that  fact,  sir." 

"And   I   shall   remain   in   that    position   till   you 

have   completed   your  twenty-fifth   year." 
u 
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"That  is  quite  true,  sir." 

"If  you  take  any  imprudent  steps  I  shall  think 
it  necessary  to  interfere/' 

"  What  do  you  mean,  sir  ?" 

"  I  shall  not  allow  you  to  fall  a  prey  to  any 
designing  fortune-hunter." 

"  You  need  not  fear,  sir :   I  am  in  no  danger." 

"  I  am  of  a  different  opinion.  I  am  quite  aware 
that  Richard  Dewey  has  been  seeking  to  ingratiate 
himself  with  you." 

"  Then,"  said  his  ward  with  dignity,  "  I  have 
no  hesitation  in  informing  you  that  he  has  sue- 
ceeded." 

"Ha!  I  thought  so.  That  is  why  you  rejected 
my  son." 

"Excuse  me,  sir:  you  are  quite  mistaken.  I 
should  refuse  your  son  if  there  were  no  other  man 
in  the  world  likely  to  marry  me." 

"And  what  is  the  matter  with  my  son,  Mise 
Douglas?"   demanded  her  guardian,  stiffly. 

Florence  might  have  answered  that  he  was  too 
much  like  his  father,  but  she  did  not  care  to  anger 
her  guardian   unnecessarily,  and  she  simply  answer- 
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•d,  "  It  would  be  quite  impossible  for  me  to  regard 
him  as  I  wish  to  regard  the  man  whom  I  hope  to 
marry." 

"But  you  could  regard  Richard  Dewey  in  that 
way,"  sneered  Campbell.  "Well,  Miss  Douglas, 
I  may  as  well  tell  you  that  he  asked  my  per- 
mission yesterday  to  address  you,  and  I  ordered  him 
out  of  my  presence.  Moreover,  I  have  charged 
the    servants    not   to   admit    him    into    the    house." 

"So  you  have  insulted  him,  Mr.  Campbell?"  said 
his  ward,  her  eyes  flashing  with  resentment. 

"It  was  the  treatment  which  he  deserved  as  an 
unscrupulous  fortune-hunter." 

"That  word  will  better  apply  to  your  son,"  said 
the  young  lady,  coldly.  "I  shall  not  remain  here 
to  have   Mr.   Dewey   insulted." 

"You  will  repent  this,  Miss  Douglas,"  said  her 
guardian,  with  an  ugly  frown.  "  Mark  my  words  : 
I  will  keep  you  and  Dewey  apart  I  have  the 
power,  and   I  will   exert   it." 

Two  weeks  later  Richard  Dewey  sailed  for  Cal- 
ifornia in  search  of  fortune,  and  five  months  later 
Miss   Douglas,  fearing  that  her  guardian   might  im- 
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prison  her  in  a  mad-house,  escaped  from  his  res- 
idence, and,  aided  by  Ben,  also  managed  to  reach 
California.  For  a  time  Mr.  Campbell  was  entirely 
ignorant  of  her  place  of  refuge.  The  next  chaptn 
will  show  how  he  discovered  it 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

MB.   CAMPBELL   RECEIVES   TIDINGS   OF   HIS   WARD. 

"It  is  strange  we  can't  find  Florence,"  said  Or* 
ton  Campbell  to  his  father  one  morning  some 
months  after  the  young  lady's  departure.  "Is 
there  no  clue?" 

"The  detective  I  have  employed  has  failed  to 
trace  her." 

"Has  he  no  theory V9 

"He  suggests  that  she  may  have  gone  to  Eu- 
rope," said  Mr.  Campbell,  "but  I  am  not  of  that 
opinion." 

"What  do  you  think,  then?" 

"I  suspect  she  has  buried  herself  in  some  ob- 
scure country  place  under  some  assumed  name,  there 
to  remain  till  she  has  attained  her  twenty-fifth  year, 
when  my  guardianship  ceases." 

"When  will  that  be?" 

"  Six  months  hence." 
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"It  is  very  important,  then,  that  we  should  find 
her  before  that  time,"  said  Orton  Campbell,  thought- 
fully. 

"That  is  true.  After  the  time  referred  to  my 
power  ceases,  and  I  shall  be  unable  to  assist  you 
in  your  plans." 

Her  fortune  amounts  to  one  hundred   and   fifty 
thousand  dollars,  does  it  not?" 

"More  than  that  The  interest  has  been  accu- 
mulating till  it  amounts  to  nearer  one  hundred  and 
seventy  thousand  dollars." 

Orton  Campbell's  eyes  sparkled  with  covetous 
greed. 

"That  is  a  stake  worth  playing  for,"  he  said. 
"With  what  I  have  of  my  own,  it  would  make 
me  independently   rich." 

"  Just  so,  Orton,"  said  his  father. 

"  And  nothing  stands  in  the  way  but  the  caprice 
of  a  foolish  girl!  I  declare,  father,  it  is  too  ex- 
asperating. Suppose  we  try  another  detective? 
Your  man  can't  be  very  sharp." 

"I  have  no  objection,  Orton,"  said  the  merchant, 
"but   as   he  would  be  employed  in  your  interest,  it 
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is  only  fair  that  you  should  pay  the  expense  in- 
curred." 

"  I  don't  see  that,"  said  the  son.  "  She  is  your 
ward,  you  know.  It  ought  to  corae  out  of  her 
property." 

"The  item  may  not  be  allowed.  In  that  case  I 
should  be  responsible,"  said  John  Campbell,  cau- 
tiously. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  I  will  do,  father :  if  she  is 
found  and  I  marry  her,  I'll  freely  pay  the  whole 
expense." 

"Suppose  we  find  her,  and  she  won't  marry 
you:  what  then?"  asked  his  father,  keenly. 

The  son  looked  nonplussed,  but  finally  con- 
sented in  that  case  to  defray  the  expense  out  of 
his  private  means — that  is,  if  it  could  not  be  taken 
out  of  the  young  lady's  fortune. 

The  matter  having  been  satisfactorily  adjusted, 
they  were  discussing  the  choice  of  a  detective 
when  a  clerk  came  to  the  door  of  the  private 
counting-room  in  which  father  and  son  were 
seated  and  said,  "  There's  a  man  outside  wants  to 
speak  to  you,  Mr.  Campbell." 
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"Who  is  he,  Saunders?" 

"I  think  it's  Jones,  who  used  to  be  in  your  em- 
ploy as  light  porter." 

"How  does  he  look?    Well-to-do?" 

"He  is  decidedly  shabby,"  answered  Saunders. 

"Come  to  ask  help,  probably,"  muttered  the  mer- 
chant    "I  think  I  won't  see  him." 

Saunders   left    the   office,   but    presently  returned. 

"Well,  has  he  gone?"  asked  the  merchant. 

"  No ;  he  says  he  wants  to  see  you  on  business  of 
importance." 

"Of  importance  to  himself,  probably. — Shall  I 
see  him,  Orton?" 

"Yes,  father.  If  he  is  humbugging  us,  we  can 
send  him  off." 

So  permission  was  given,  and  almost  immedi- 
ately Saunders  ushered  into  the  room  a  short, 
broad-shouldered  fellow,  who  looked  very  much 
like  a  professional  tramp. 

"  Good  -  morning,  Mr.  Campbell,"  said  he,  defer- 
entially. 

"Humph,  Jones,  is  it  you?  You  don't  look  as 
if  you  had  prospered." 
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"No  more  I  have,  sir." 

"  Don't  come  near  me.  Really,  your  appear- 
ance is  very  disreputable." 

"I  can't  help  that,  sir.  I've  just  come  from 
California  in  the  steerage,  and  you  can't  keep 
very  neat  there." 

"I  believe  you  went  to  California  to  make  your 
fortune,  didn't  you,  Jones?"  said  Orton  Camp- 
bell, with  a  cynical  smile. 

"Yes,  Mr.  Orton,  I  did." 

"  And  you  didn't  make  it,  I  infer  from  your  ap- 
pearance." 

"  I  haven't  got  much  money  about  me  now,"  said 
Jones,  with  a  shrug  and  a  smile. 

"You  would  have  done  better  not  to  have  left 
my  employment,  Jones,"  said  the  merchant.  "You 
wanted  higher  pay,  I  believe,  and  as  I  wouldn't 
give  it,  you  decided  that  you  could  better  yourself 
at  the  mines." 

"That  is  about  so,  sir." 

"Well,  and  what  luck  did  you  have?" 

"Good  luck  at  first,  sir.  I  made  a  thousand 
dollars  at  the  mines  in  a  few  months." 
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"  Indeed !"  said  Orton,  in  surprise, 

"I  came  with  it  to  San  Francisco,  and  gambled 
it  away  in  one  night.  Then  I  was  on  my  beam- 
ends,  as  the  sailors  say." 

"Bid  you  go  back?" 

"No.  I  went  to  work  in  the  city,  and  managed 
to  get  enough  money  to  buy  a  steerage  passage, 
and  here  I  am." 

"  I  suppose  you  have  come  to  ask  me  to  take  you 
back  into  my  employ?  That,  I  take  it,  is  your 
business  with  me." 

"No,  sir — not  exactly." 

"  Then,  what  is  it  V  asked  the  merchant,  looking 
a  little  puzzled.  It  crossed  his  mind  that  Jones 
might  so  far  have  forgotten  his  rule  never  to 
give  away  money  for  any  purpose  as  to  suppose 
there  was  a  chance  to  effect  a  loan. 

"I  thought  you  and  Mr.  Orton  might  be  willing 
to  pay  my  expenses  back  to  San  Francisco,"  said 
Jones,  coolly. 

"Are  you  out  of  your  head,  Jones?"  demanded 
Orton  Campbell,  amazed  at  the  man's  effrontery. 

"Not  at  all." 


A  BOY'S  SEARCH  FOR  FORTUNE,  17L 

w  If  this  is  meant  as  a  joke,  Jones,"  said  the 
merchant  in  a  dignified  tone,  "it  is  a  very  poor— 
and,  I  may  add,  a  very  impudent — one.  What 
possible  claim  have  you  on  us,  that  you  should 
3xpect  such  a  favor?" 

"  Have  you  heard  anything  of  your  ward,  Mr. 
Campbell?"   asked  Jones,  not  in  the  least  abashed. 

"  No.  What  has  my  ward  to  do  with  your  con- 
cerns r 

"I  have  seen  her,"  answered  Jones,  briefly. 

"  Where  V  asked  John  Campbell  and  his  son 
simultaneously. 

"That  information  belongs  to  me,"  said  Jones, 
quietly.     "A   detective   doesn't   work  without  pay." 

The  two  Campbells  now  began  to  see  the  point 
This  man  had  information  to  sell,  and  would  not 
give  it  up  without  what  he  considered  suitable  com- 
pensation. They  determined  to  drive  the  best  possi- 
ble bargain  with  him.  He  was  poor,  and  probably 
could  be  bought  over  for  a  small  sum. 

"Your  information  is  worth  something,  Jones," 
said  the  merchant,  guardedly.  "I  will  go  so  far 
as  to  give  you  twenty -five  dollars  cash  for  it" 
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"That  won't  do,"  said  Jones,  shaking  his  head. 

"Your  information  may  be  worth  nothing,"  said 
Orion.  "You  may  have  seen  her,  but  that  doesn't 
show  where  she  is  now." 

"  I  know  where  she  is  now,"  said  Jones. 

"Is  she  in  California?" 

"I  don't  mind  telling  you  as  much  as  that,  Mr. 
Orton." 

"Then  we  can  find  her  without  your  assistance." 

"  I  don't  think  you  can.  At  any  rate,  it  will  take 
time,  especially  as,  if  you  don't  make  a  bargain  with 
me,  I  shall  write  her  that  you  are  on  her  track." 

Father  and  son  looked  at  each  other. 

It  was  evident  that  Jones  was  no  fool,  and  they 
would  be  obliged  to  submit  to  his  terms  or  give  up 
the  search,  which  was  not  to  be  thought  of. 

"  What  do  you  propose,  Jones  ?"  asked  Mr.  Camp- 
bell, a  little  less  haughtily. 

"That  you  pay  my  expenses  back  to  California 
and  one  thousand  dollars,"  said  Jones,  promptly. 
"  If  you  or  Mr.  Orton  will  go  with  me,  I  will  show 
you  where  she  lives,  and  then  you  can  take  your 
own  course." 
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This  was  finally  agreed  to,  and  Orton  Campbell 
and  the  ex-porter  sailed  by  the  next  steamer  for 
San  Francisco,  where  Florence  Douglas,  still  board- 
ing with  Mrs.  Armstrong,  was  waiting  impatiently 
for  news  of  Richard  Dewey. 
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CHAPTER    XXII, 

A  MORNLNG  CALL. 

Florence  Douglas  had  now  been  an  inmate  cf 
Mrs:  Armstrong's  household  for  some  months.  She 
avoided  making  acquaintances,  and  therefore  was 
often  lonely.  But  she  was  buoyed  up  by  the 
thought  that  Richard  Dewey  was  somewhere  in  the 
State,  and  that  the  two  messengers  whom  she  had 
sent  out  would  eventually  find  him.  She  felt  great 
confidence  in  Ben,  and  also  in  Bradley,  who  had 
impressed  her  as  an  honest,  straightforward  man, 
though  illiterate  and  not  at  all  times  superior  to 
temptation. 

Her  hope  had  been  sustained  by  a  letter  received 
from  Ben  at  the  time  he  and  Bradley  were  on  the 
point  of  starting  for  the  Sierras,  where  they  had 
information  that  Dewey  was  engaged  in  mining. 
Then  weeks  passed,  and  she  heard  nothing.  She 
began   to    feel    anxious   for   the    safetv  of   her   two 
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agents,  knowing  that  not  alone  wild  beasts,  but 
lawless  men,  were  to  be  encountered  among  the 
mountains.  Should  Ben  and  his  companion  come 
to  harm,  she  would  be  sincerely  sorry  for  their  fate, 
feeling  in  a  measure  responsible  for  it.  Still  more, 
Richard  Dewey  would  then  be  left  ignorant  of  her 
presence  in  California,  and  might  return  to  the  East 
in  that  ignorance,  leaving  her  friendless  and  alone 
more  than  three  thousand  miles  from  her  old  home. 

How  would  her  heart  have  been  cheered  could 
she  have  known  that  at  that  moment  Richard 
Dewey,  with  his  two  faithful  friends,  was  but  four 
days'  journey  from  the  city!  So  it  happens  that 
good  fortune  is  often  nearer  to  us  than  we  imagine, 
even  when  our  hearts  are  most  anxious. 

"While  she  was  trying  to  look  on  the  bright  side 
one  morning,  Mrs.  Armstrong  entered  her  room. 
"Miss  Douglas,"  she  said,  "there  is  a  gentleman 
in   the   parlor  who   wishes   to   see   you." 

Her  heart  gave  a  great  bound.  "Who  could  it  be 
but  Richard  Dewey  who  would  call  upon  her? 

"Did  he  give  his  name?"  she  asked,  in  agitation, 

"  No ;  he  said  vou  would  know  him." 
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"It  must  be  Richard,"  she  said  to  herself;  and, 
controlling  her  agitation  as  well  as  she  could,  she 
descended  to  the  parlor.  She  paused  a  moment  be- 
fore opening  the  door  to  regain  her  self-possession. 
Then,  with  an  effort,  she  turned  the  knob,  and 
entering  the  room,  found  herself  face  to  face  with 
Orton   Campbell ! 

It  was  so  unexpected  and  so  bitter  a  disap- 
pointment that  an  expression  of  blank  dismay 
overspread  her  face,  and  she  sank  into  the  near- 
est chair  without  venturing  on  a  single  word  of 
greeting. 

"  You  didn't  expect  to  see  me,  Miss  Douglas  ?" 
said  Orton,  enjoying  the  effect  of  his  appearance, 
for  he  had  never  deceived  himself  with  the  thought 
that  his  father's  ward  would  be  glad  to  see  him. 

By  this  time  Florence  had  regained  her  self-pos- 
session, and  with  it  came  back  scorn  for  the  man 
whose  object  in  pursuing  her  she  well  understood  to 
be  love  of  her  fortune,  not  of  herself. 

"You  are  entirely  right,  Mr.  Campbell,"  she 
answered.  "You  are  the  last  person  I  expected  to 
see." 
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"You  don't  appear  very  glad  to  see  me,"  he 
continued. 

"Why  should  I  appear  so?  You  know  very 
well  that  I  am  not  glad  to  see  you,"  said  the  heir- 
ess, frankly. 

"That  is  complimentary,"  said  Orton,  rather  pro- 
voked, though  he  knew  very  well  in  advance  that 
such  was  her  feeling. 

"  I  suppose  you  didn't  come  here  for  compliments, 
Mr.  Campbell?"  said  Florence,  coldly. 

"You  are  right:  I  didn't." 

"  May  I  ask  if  you  are  in  San  Francisco  on  busi- 
ness ?" 

"You  take  things  very  coolly,  I  must  say,  Miss 
Douglas.  Certainly  you  cannot  be  ignorant  of 
my  motive  in  coming  here  at  great  personal  in- 
convenience." 

"  I  hope  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  your  reason." 

"  You  are  the  sole  reason." 

"I  am  sorry  to  hear  it." 

"  I  came  to  remonstrate  with  you  on  the  very 
unwise  step  you  took  in  running  away  from  your 
legal  guardian." 

12 
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"My  legal  guardian,  as  you  call  him,  though  I 
look  upon  him  as  such  only  as  far  as  my  property 
is  concerned,  rendered  the  step  necessary." 

"I  don't  see  how." 

"In  plain  terms,  Mr.  Orton  Campbell,  I  believe 
that  you  and  your  father  entered  into  a  conspiracy 
to  keep  my  fortune  in  the  family  by  inducing  me 
to  become  your  wife." 

"I  certainly  did  ask  you  to  become  my  wife,  but 
it  was  not  because  of  your  fortune,"  answered  the 
young  man. 

Florence's  lip  curled.  She  thoroughly  disbelieved 
his  statement.  Though  she  said  nothing,  it  was 
clear  to  him  from  her  expression  that  she  put  no 
confidence  in  his  words. 

"  You  may  believe  me  or  not,"  he  said,  doggedly ; 
"but  why  should  you  think  so  poorly  of  yourself 
as  to  suppose  you  have  nothing  to  attract  lovers 
except   your  money?" 

"  I  may  not  be  so  modest  as  you  suppose,  Mr. 
Campbell.  I  do  believe  that  I  have  won  the 
love  of  a  true  and  noble  man.  My  doubt  only 
related   to   yourself." 
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"You  mean  Richard  Dewey,  I  suppose?"  said 
Orton  Campbell,  with   a  sneer. 

"I  do  mean  Richard  Dewey,"  answered  Florence, 
with  composure. 

"By  the  way,  he  came  to  California,  I  believe." 

"Yes." 

"And  you  came  here  in  pursuit  of  him?"  he 
added,  with  a  sneer. 

"I  came  here  to  find  him,  knowing  that  in  him 
I  had  a  true  friend,  while  your  father's  persecu- 
tion and  your  own  made  me  feel  the  need  of  one." 

"Have  you  found  him?  Do  you  know  where  he 
is?"  asked  Orton  Campbell,  eagerly. 

"I  only  know  he  is  somewhere  at  the  mines.  I 
have  taken  steps  to  find  him,  and  hope  event- 
ually to  succeed." 

"Why  don't  you  advertise?"  asked  the  young 
man,  with  an  angry  sneer. 

"Would  you  advise  it?"  asked  Miss  Douglas, 
coolly. 

"No,"  muttered  Orton,  for  he  feared  such  a 
step  might  prove  successful.  "What  steps  have 
you  taken?"  he  asked. 
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"  I  prefer  to  keep  them  to  myself." 

"Miss  Douglas,"  said  Orton  Campbell,  after  a 
pause,  "  all  this  is  very  foolish  and  humiliating, 
There  is  only  one  proper  course  for  you  to  pursue  " 

"What  is  it?" 

"Return  to  New  York  with  me  in  the  next 
steamer,  and  place  yourself  once  more  under  the 
care  of  my  father,  whose  protection  you  never 
ought  to  have  left." 

" '  Protection ' !"  repeated  Florence,  with  bitter  em- 
phasis.    "What  protection  did  he  give  me?" 

"All  that  was  required." 

"  *  All  that  was  required '  ?  You  know  very  well 
that  you  and  he  had  conspired  to  put  me  in  a  mad- 
house if  I  would  not  agree  to  enrich  you  by  giving 
you  my  hand." 

"That  is  not  true,"  said  Orton  Campbell,  rather 
confused. 

"  '  Not  true  '  ?  He  distinctly  threatened  to  do  it 
as  a  means  of  terrifying  me  into  compliance  with 
his  and  your  wishes.  It  was  not  until  then  that  I 
decided  to  leave  your  house  and  seek  some  place 
of   refuge  until  time    and   the  law   should   set    me 
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completely  free  from  your  family  and  their  maeh« 
inations." 

"It  is  evident,  Miss  Douglas,  that  you  arc 
under  a  delusion.  Your  way  of  talking  is  suffi- 
cient to  show  that  your  mind  is  affected.  Any 
good  physician  would  need  no  other  proof." 

Florence  Douglas  looked  at  him  with  distrust. 
Was   this  a  threat,  or  how  should   she  interpret  it? 

"It  is  convenient,  Mr.  Orton  Campbell,"  she 
retorted  with  spirit,  "to  charge  with  madness  those 
who  oppose  us.  At  home  I  felt  afraid  of  your 
threats :  here  I  am  secure." 

He  thought  that  perhaps  he  had  gone  too  far, 
since  the  young  lady  was  independent  of  him, 
and  it  was  not  certain  that  he  could  gain  posses- 
sion of  her. 

"  Miss  Douglas,"  he  said,  "  I  have  already  told 
you  that  you  have  taken  an  unwise  step.  There 
is  one  way  to  remedy  it,  and  I  hope  I  may  be 
able  to  induce  you  to  take  it.  Let  me  assure  you 
that  I  have  called  upon  you  as  a  friend,  as  a 
warm  friend,  as  one  who  seeks  to  be  something 
more  than  a  friend." 
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•'Well,  sirr 

"  Let  me  urge  you  to  consent  to  an  immediate 
marriage  with  me,  and  to  accompany  me  home  on 
the  next  steamer.  My  father  will  receive  you  as 
a  daughter,  and  never  allude  to  your  flight." 

"I  suppose  I  ought  to  thank  you  for  your  dis- 
interested proposal,  Mr.  Campbell,  but  I  can  only 
tell  you  that  you  ask  what  is  entirely  out  of  the 
question.  This  is  final.  Allow  me  to  wish  you 
good  -  morning." 

"But,  Miss  Douglas—" 

She  did  not  turn  back  nor  heed  these  last  words, 
and  Orton  Campbell  found  himself  alone. 

He  rose  slowly  from  his  seat,  and  an  evil  look 
came  into  his  eyes.  "She  has  not  done  with  me 
yet,"  he  muttered  as  he  left  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

A     SECRET     CONFERENCE. 

The  affairs  of  Florence  Douglas  are  so  intei 
woven  with  the  fortunes  of  my  young  hero  that 
I  find  myself  obliged  to  devote  a  part  of  my  space 
to  their  record.  I  confess  that  I  have  no  pleasure 
in  detailing  the  schemes  of  Orton  Campbell,  who 
seems  to  me  a  very  disagreeable  character,  but  it 
seems   necessary. 

After  leaving  the  presence  of  Miss  Douglas  he 
took  a  walk,  to  consider  the  situation  and  decide 
what  it  was  most  expedient  to  do.  He  was  spend- 
ing considerable  time  and  money  in  the  effort  to 
recover  his  father's  ward,  and  he  did  not  like  to 
fail.  Yet  it  was  not  easy  to  decide  upon  any  plan 
which  would  bring  success.  It  was  not  a  matter 
in  which  he  could  invoke  the  assistance  of  the  law. 
The  young   lady's   manner  convinced   him   that  she 
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would  not  of  her  own  free  will   consent  to   accom- 
pany him  back.     What,  then,  was  to  be  done? 

On  the  principle  that  two  heads  are  better  than 
one,  he  resolved  to  take  his  companion,  Jones, 
into  his  confidence  and  ask  him  to  make  a  sug- 
gestion. 

"  How  did  you  find  the  young  lady,  Mr.  Orton  V 
asked  his  follower  on  his  return  to  the  hotel. 

"Very  offish,  Jones." 

"Then  she  wasn't  glad  to  see  you?"  said  Jones, 
with  a  grin. 

"  By  no  means.  She  hardly  treated  me  with 
civility." 

"That's  because  of  the  other  man,"  said  Jones, 
sagaciously. 

"You  are  right.  Mr.  Dewey,  as  I  learned,  is  in 
California." 

"Then  maybe  they  have  an  understanding  to- 
gether." 

"No;   she  doesn't  know  where  he  is." 

Jones  was  puzzled,  and  showed  it  in  a  way  com- 
mon to  men  of  his  class.  He  scratched  his  head 
and  looked  perplexed. 
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"  Then,  what  good  is  it  for  her  to  stay  here  ?"  he 
asked,  after  a  pause. 

"She  is  taking  steps  to  find  this  Dewey,  who  is 
loraewhere  at  the  mines,  though  she  would  not  tell 
me  what  they  were.  He  may  turn  up  any  time* 
and  then  good-bye  to   all   my  hopes." 

"You  want  to  marry  her  yourself,  Mr.   Orton  f 

"  Of  course.  Otherwise  I  wouldn't  have  come  so 
far  in  search  of  her." 

"The  young  lady  is  very  rich,  isn't  she?"  asked 
Jones,  shrewdly. 

"She  has  a  moderate  fortune,"  replied  Orton, 
guardedly;  "but  that  doesn't  influence  me." 

"Of  course  not,"  said  Jones;  but  there  was 
something  in  his  tone  which  made  Campbell  eye 
him   sharply. 

"I  am  no  fortune-hunter,"  said  he,  stiffly. 

"You'd  want  to  marry  her  just  the  same  if  she 
hadn't  a  cent?" 

"Of  course  I  would,"  snapped  Orton. 

"Now,  that's  what  I  call  real  love,"  said  Jones. 
"To  be  sure,  you're  rich  yourself,  and  needn't 
mind." 
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"Precisely  so.  I  may  not  be  rich,  but  I  can 
support  a  wife." 

"As  the  young  lady  prefers  some  one  else,  I 
suppose  we  may  as  well  go  home?" 

"  That's  what  I  want  to  talk  to  you  about,  Jones. 
Very  likely  this  Dewey  is  dead;  at  any  rate,  he's 
a  mere  fortune-hunter.  Now,  although  Florence 
doesn't  care  to  marry  me  now,  if  our  marriage 
could  be  brought  about  she  would  no  doubt  be 
reconciled  to  it  after  a  while.  Now,  Jones,  have 
you   anything  to  suggest?" 

Orton  Campbell  threw  himself  back  in  his 
chair  and  eyed  Jones.  He  had  formed  a  plan, 
but,  if  possible,  he  wanted  the  proposal  to  come 
from   Jones. 

Jones  was  not  over-scrupulous;  he  had  never 
been  so,  and  the  months  he  had  spent  in  the 
mines  in  the  company  of  adventurers  of  all  kinds 
had  not  improved  him.  Even  law-abiding  citi- 
zens often  lost  their  regard  for  law  in  California, 
and  Jones  had  fewer  scruples  to  overcome  than 
most. 

He  suggested   a   plan    which    met    with    the  ap- 
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proval  of  his  employer,  and  promised  his  co-op- 
eration on  the  understanding  that  if  successfhl 
Campbell  should  properly  reward  him. 

It  may  be  added  that  of  the  thousand  dollars 
which  he  was  to  receive  for  his  information  he 
had  actually  received  but  three  hundred,  Orton 
Campbell  having  on  various  pretexts  put  off 
paying  him.  He  received  the  assurance  that  this 
also  should  be  paid  him  without  further  delay  as 
soon  as  the  plan  referred  to  was  successfully  car- 
ried oat 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

MISS   DOUGLAS   RECEIVES   A   MESSAGE. 

Florence  Douglas  felt  somewhat  uneasy  afte* 
the  visit  of  Orton  Campbell.  Though  he  had  no 
legal  right  to  interfere  with  her,  even  as  the 
representative  of  his  father,  she  knew  the  un- 
scrupulous character  of  the  man,  and  that  he 
would  not  have  spent  time  and  money  in  a  visit 
to  California  unless  he  had  a  strong  hope  of  car- 
rying her  back  with  him.  Her  chief  fear  was  that 
he  would  carry  out  his  father's  threat  and  try  to 
have  her  pronounced  of  unsound  mind,  in  which 
case  he  could  have  her  confined  in  an  asylum. 

"  If  I  could  only  hear  from  Richard  Dewey !"  she 
fervently  ejaculated.  "  If  he  were  here  I  would 
have  nothing  to  fear." 

Two  days  passed,  and,  considerably  to  her  relief, 
she  heard  nothing  from  Campbell.  She  began  to 
hope  that   he  had   given  up  his  purpose  and  made 
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arrangements  to  return  to  the  East.  She  was  de- 
termined to  refuse  him  an  audience  if  he  should 
call  upon  her  again,  either  with  or  without  com- 
panions. That  she  might  feel  more  secure,  she 
took  her  landlady,  Mrs.  Armstrong,  into  her  con- 
fidence. 

This  lady  had  become  much  attached  to  her 
guest,  and  listened  with  great  indignation  to  the 
account  which  Florence  gave  her.  "My  dear 
Miss  Douglas,"  she  said,  "if  that  man  Campbell 
calls,  leave  me  to  deal  with  him." 

"  How  would  you  propose  to  do  it  ?"  asked  Flor- 
ence, smiling. 

"  I  would  give  him  a  piece  of  my  mind,  you  may 
depend  upon  that." 

"He  would  be  rude  to  you." 

"In  that  case  I  would  order  him  out  of  the 
house,"  said  Mrs.  Armstrong,  resolutely.  "The 
man  needs  a  lesson,  and  I  should  like  to  be  the 
one  to  give  it  to  him." 

"I  shall  be  very  glad  to  have  you  meet  him  in 
my  place,"  said  the  young  lady.  "  An  interview 
with  him  is  something  which  I  would  gladly  avoid." 
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"That  you  shall!  I  only  hope  he'll  come  soon. 
He'll  find  one  woman  that  isn't  afraid  of  him." 

"I  am  not  afraid  of  him,  Mrs.  Armstrong,  but 
I  own  that  I  am  apprehensive  of  what  he  may  do. 
It  would  not  surprise  me  at  all  if  he  should  make 
his  appearance  with  some  needy  physician  who  for 
a  fee  will  be  ready  to  pronounce  me  insane." 

"Don't  be  alarmed,  Miss  Florence.  I'll  send 
the  doctor  packing,  as  well  as  his  employer.  Per- 
haps he  will  pronounce  me  insane.  If  he  does, 
he  is  welcome  to.  I  think  he  would  find  me  an 
unsatisfactory  patient" 

"I  think  so  too,"  said  Florence,  smiling,  as  she 
scanned  the  firm,  determined  face  and  the  tall 
and  muscular  form  of  her  hostess,  who  certainly 
would  never  be  classed  as  a  weak  or  timid   woman. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  third  day  a  knock  was 
heard  at  the  door,  for  as  yet  it  was  unprovided 
with  a  bell. 

Mrs.  Armstrong  and  Florence  were  sitting  to- 
gether. 

The  two  glanced  at  each  other,  and  the  same 
thought  came  to  each. 
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"  It  may  be  Orton  Campbell,"  said  Florence,  who 
was  the  first  to  speak. 

"Then  let  me  go  to  the  door.  Stay  where  you 
are,  Miss  Douglas;  I  will  receive  the  gentleman." 

But  when  the  landlady  opened  the  door  she 
saw  a  man  who  looked  like  a  coachman.  A  cov- 
ered carriage  was  at  the  gate,  which  he  had  evi- 
dently driven. 

"Well,  sir,  what  can  I  do  for  you?"  demanded 
the  landlady,  sharply. 

"Is  there  a  young  lady  living  with  you  named 
Florence  Douglas?"  asked  the  man. 

"Miss  Florence  Douglas  boards  here,"  answered 
Mrs.  Armstrong. 

"Fve  got  a  message  for  her,  ma'am." 

"  If  it's  from  Mr.  Orton  Campbell,  you  can  go 
back  and  tell  him  that  she  won't  receive  any  mes- 
sages from  him,"  said  the  landlady,  resolutely. 

"I  don't  know  who  you  mean,  ma'am,"  replied 
the  man,  in  apparent  surprise.  "I  don't  know  any 
such  gentleman." 

"  Then  who  sent  you  ?"  inquired  the  landlady, 
whose  turn  it  was  to  be  surprised. 
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"It's  a  man  just  come  from  the  mines,"  said 
the  driver — "a  Mr.   Dewey." 

Florence  had  drawn  near  to  the  head  of  the 
stairs  in  her  interest  to  hear  who  had  called,  and 
she  caught  the  name  of  her  lover.  She  came  fly- 
ing down  stairs,  and  demanded  breathlessly,  "  What 
about  Richard  Dewey?  I  am  Miss  Douglas,  and 
your  message  is  for  me." 

Jones,  for  it  was  he,  touched  his  hat  respect- 
fully, and  held  out  a  note  penned  on  rough  paper 
and  written  in  pencil. 

"This   will   explain   everything,   miss,"   he  said. 

Florence  took  the  paper,  and  with  some  diffi- 
culty read  it.     It  ran  thus: 

"Dear  Florence:  I  have  struggled  to  reach 
you,  but  have  been  struck  down  by  fever  when  I 
was  nearly  at  the  end  of  my  journey.  I  have  had 
bad  luck  at  the  mines,  and  was  almost  discouraged, 
when  I  learned  that  you  were  in  San  Francisco. 
Poor  as  I  was,  I  determined  to  come  to  you,  even 
at  the  risk  of  your  misjudging  me.  I  am  not  able 
to  write  much,   and    must   defer  particulars    till    I 
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see  you.  I  am  staying  at  the  house  of  a  kind 
stranger  a  few  miles  from  the  city.  The  man 
whom  I  send  with  this  note  is  trustworthy.  If 
you  will  trust  yourself  to  his  guidance,  he  will 
bring  you  to  me.  I  know  that  I  am  asking  a 
great  deal  of  you,  but  I  think  you  will  not  fail 
me.  Yours,  with  love, 

"  Richard  Dewey." 

The  writing  was  hurried — indeed,  it  was  hardly 
more  than  a  scrawl. 

"He  must  be  very  weak,"  thought  Florence,  her 
heart  swelling  with  painful  emotions. — "  My  good 
friend,"  she  said  to  the  landlady,  "Richard  is  sick 
and   poor.     He   asks   me  to   come  to  him.     I   must 

go." 

"But  can  you  trust  that  man?  Is  the  letter 
genuine?"  asked  Mrs.  Armstrong,  suspiciously. 

"  I  am  sure  it  is  genuine.  It  is  written  as  Rich- 
ard would  write." 

"But  don't  be  in  haste,  Miss   Douglas — Florence. 

Make  some    inquiries,   and    find    out    whether    this 

news  can  be  depended  upon." 
is 
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"Would  you  have  me  hesitate  when  Richard 
needs  me  ?"  asked  Florence,  reproachfully.  "  No, 
Mrs.  Armstrong,  I  must  go,  and  at  once.  I  have 
waited  so  long  to  see  him !" 

"  He  will  be  very  glad  to  see  you,  miss,"  said 
Jones  respectfully.  "He  has  been  talking  about 
you  constant." 

"Were  Ben  and  Mr.  Bradley  with  him?  Why 
didn't  one  of  them  come?" 

"  Because,  miss,"  said  Jones  with  ready  inven- 
tion, though  he  had  never  heard  of  either  of  the 
persons  mentioned,  "one  went  for  the  doctor,  and 
the  other  stayed  to  take  care  of  him." 

This  seemed  very  plausible.  Without  a  particle 
of  suspicion  Florence  Douglas  hastily  dressed  her- 
self and  entered  the  carriage  in  waiting. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

WALKING   INTO   A    TRAP. 

The  thought  that  she  was  so  soon  to  see  Richard 
Dewey,  and  to  minister  to  his  comfort,  was  a  source 
of  pleasure  to  Florence.  Her  patient  waiting  was 
at  length  to  be  rewarded.  "What  mattered  it  to 
her  that  he  was  poor  and  sick?  He  had  all  the 
more  need  of  her. 

"  It's  a  long  ride,  miss,"  said  Jones  as  he  closed 
the  carriage-door.  "  I  hope  you  won't  be  tired  be- 
fore we  get  there." 

"I  shall  not  mind  it,"  said  Florence.  "How  far 
is  it?" 

"I  don't  rightly  know.  It's  a  matter  of  ten 
miles,   I'm   thinkin'." 

"Very   well." 

Jones  resumed  his  seat,  and  Florence  gave  her- 
self  up  to  pleasant  thoughts.  She  felt  thankful 
that   she   was    blessed   with    abundant   means,   since 
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it  would  enable  her  to  spare  no  expense  in  pro- 
viding for  the  sick  man.  Others  might  call  him 
a  fortune-hunter,  but  that  produced  no  impression 
upon  her,  except  to  make  her  angry.  She  had 
given  her  whole  love  and  confidence  to  the  man 
whom  her  heart  had  chosen. 

The  carriage  rolled  onward  rapidly:  as  from 
time  to  time  she  glanced  out  of  the  window,  she 
saw  that  they  had  left  behind  the  town  and  were 
in  the  open  country.  She  gave  herself  no  concern, 
however,  and  did  not  question  Jones,  taking  it  for 
granted  that  he  was  on  the  right  road,  and  would 
carry  her  to  the  place  where  Richard  Dewey  had 
found  a  temporary  refuge. 

"It  is  some  poor  place,  probably,"  she  reflected, 
M  but  if  he  can  be  moved  I  will  have  him  brought 
into  town,  where  he  can  see  a  skilful  doctor  daily." 

At  the  end  of  an  hour  and  a  half  there  was  a 
sudden  stop. 

Florence  looked  out  of  the  carriage-window,  and 
observed  that  they  were  in  front  of  a  shabby- 
looking  dwelling  of  two   stories. 

Jones   leaped  from  his  elevated  perch  and  opened 
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the  door  of  the  carriage.     "  This  is  the  place,  miss/ 
he  said.     "  Did  you  get  tired  ?" 

"No,  but  I  am  glad  we  have  arrived." 

"  It's  a  poor  place,  miss,  but  Mr.  Dewey  was  took 
sick  sudden,  so  I  was  told,  and  it  was  the  best 
they  could  do." 

"  It  doesn't  matter.     Perhaps  he  can  be  moved." 

"  Perhaps    so.     "Will  you  go  in  ?" 

"Yes." 

The  door  was  opened,  and  a  slatternly-looking 
woman  of  sinister  aspect  appeared  at  the  thresh- 
old. Florence  took  no  particular  notice  of  her 
appearance,    but   asked,   hurriedly,   "How  is   he?" 

"  Oh,  he'll  get  along,"  answered  the  woman,  care- 
lessly.    "  Will  you  come  in  ?" 

"He  is  not  dangerously  sick,  then?"  said  Flor- 
ence, relieved. 

"  He's  got  a  fever,  but  ain't  goin'  to  die  this  time." 

"This  is  Mrs.  Bradshaw,  Miss  Douglas,"  said 
Jones,   volunteering   an  introduction. 

"I  thank  you,  Mrs.  Bradshaw,  for  your  kindness 
to  a  sick  man  and  a  stranger,"  said  Florence,  earn- 
estly.    "  Can  I  see  him  now  ?" 
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"  Yes,  miss,  if  you'll  just  walk  up  stairs.  I  hope 
you'll  excuse  the  looks  of  things;  I  haven't  had 
time  to  fix  up." 

4'0h,  don't  mention  it." 

In  a  tumult  of  emotion  Florence  followed  her 
guide   up   a   rough   staircase. 

On  the  landing  Mrs.  Bradshaw  opened  a  door 
and,   standing   aside,   invited   Florence  to   enter. 

On  a  sofa,  with  his  back  to  her,  lay  the  figure 
of  a  man  covered  with  a  shawl. 

"Richard!"  said  the  visitor,  eagerly. 

The  recumbent  figure  slowly  turned,  and  re- 
vealed to  the  dismayed  Florence,  not  the  face  of  the 
man  she  expected  to  see,  but  that  of  Orton  Campbell. 

"Mr.  Campbell!"  she  ejaculated,  in  bewilder- 
ment. 

"I  see  you  know  me,  Miss  Douglas,"  said  Orton 
Campbell,  throwing  off  the  shawl  and  rising  from 
the  couch. 

For  the  first  time  it  dawned  upon  Florence  that 
she  had  walked  into  a  trap.  She  hurried  to  the 
door  and  strove  to  open  it,  but  Mrs.  Bradshaw  had 
locked  it. 
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"What  does  this  mean,  Mr.  Campbell?"  she  de- 
manded with  spirit,  in  spite  of  her  terror.  "  Is  this 
unworthy  trick  of  your  devising?" 

"I  am  afraid  I  must  confess  that  it  is,"  said 
Orton,  coolly. 

"And  it  was  all  a  falsehood  about  Richard 
Dewey's   sickness?" 

"Yes." 

"And  the  note?" 

"I  wrote  it  myself." 

"Then,  sir,  you  have  acted  shamefully/'  said 
Florence,  indignantly. 

"I  am  afraid  I  have,"  said  Orton  Campbell, 
smiling,   "  but  I   couldn't   help  it !" 

"'Couldn't  help  it'?"  repeated  Miss  Douglas. 

"No;  you  would  not  receive  me,  and  I  had  to 
contrive  an  interview." 

"Do  you  know  anything  of  Richard   Dewey?" 

"No;  he  is  perfectly  well,  so  far  as  I  know,  or 
he  may  be  dead.     Pray  be  seated." 

"I  would  rather  stand.  May  I  ask  what  yon 
expect  to  gain  by  this  base  deception?" 

"  Your  consent  to  a  marriage  with  me." 
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"Then  it  is  clear  you  don't  know  me,  Orton 
Campbell." 

"It  is  quite  as  clear,  Miss  Florence  Douglas, 
that  you   don't  know  me." 

"I  believe  you  capable  of  any  atrocity." 

"  Then  you  do  know  me.  I  am  capable  of  any- 
thing that  will  break  down  your  opposition  to  my 
suit." 

"Do  you  propose  to  keep  me  here?" 

"Yes,  until  you  give  me  a  favorable  answer." 

"That  will  never  be." 

"Then  you  will  stay  here  an  indefinite  period," 

"  Are  there  no  laws  in  California  ?" 

"None  that  will  interfere  with  me.  The  people 
who  live  here  are  devoted  to  my  interests,  as  you 
will  find.  I  don't  wish  to  hurry  you  in  your  decis- 
ion, and  will  therefore  leave  you  for  the  present. 
Your  meals  will  be  sent  you  at  regular  times,  and 
I  will  call  again  to-morrow." 

He  drew  a  key  from  his  pocket,  opened  the  door, 
and  left  the  room,  locking  the  door  behind  him. 

Florence  sank  into  a  chair,  almost  in  despair. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

A    HARD-HEARTED  JAILER. 

Florence  soon  recovered  a  degree  of  self-pos- 
session, and  began  to  consider  the  situation.  The 
room  in  which  she  so  unexpectedly  found  herself 
a  prisoner  was  about  fifteen  feet  square.  There 
were  two  front  windows,  from  which  she  took  a 
survey  of  the  neighborhood,  which  she  had  but 
slightly  observed  from  the  windows  of  the  carriage. 
She  could  see  no  other  house,  and  naturally  con- 
cluded that  this  had  been  selected  on  account  of 
its  lonely  location. 

The  distance  from  the  window-sill  to  the  ground 
was  not  over  twelve  feet,  and  Florence  began  t« 
consider  whether  she  could  not  manage  to  escape 
in  this   way. 

She  tried  to  open  one  of  the  windows,  but  could 
not  stir   it.      Closer   examination   showed    her    that 
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it  had  been  nailed  down.  She  went  to  the  second 
window,  and  found  that  secured  in  a  similar  way. 

"They  evidently  anticipated  that  I  would  try  to 
escape,"  she  thought  to  herself. 

Next  her  thoughts  recurred  to  the  woman  who 
appeared  to  be  the  mistress  of  the  house.  Not 
that  she  had  any  intention  of  appealing  to  her 
kindness  of  heart,  for  the  hard-featured  Mrs. 
Bradshaw  was  not  a  woman  likely  to  be  influenced 
by  any  such  considerations.  Florence  had  enjoyed 
but  a  transient  view  of  the  lady's  features,  but  she 
already  had  a  tolerably  correct  idea  of  her  character. 

"  She  is  probably  mercenary,"  thought  Flor- 
ence, "and  is  in  Orton  Campbell's  pay.  I  mii3t 
outbid  him." 

This  thought  inspired  hope,  especially  when  from 
the  window  she  saw  her  persecutor  ride  away  on 
horseback.  This  would  gave  her  a  fair  field  and 
a  chance  to  try  the  effect  of  money  upon  her  jailer 
without  risk  of  interruption.  She  would  have  felt 
less  sanguine  of  success  if  she  had  heard  the  con- 
versation which  had  just  taken  place  between  Mrs. 
Bradshaw  and  her  captor : 
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"Mind,  Mrs.  Bradshaw,  you  must  not  let  the 
young  lady  leave  her  room  on  any  consideration/' 

"All  right,  sir.' 

"I  take  it  for  granted,  Mrs.  Bradshaw,  you  are 
not  easily  taken  in?" 

"I  should  say  not,  sir,"  said  the  woman,  em- 
phatically. 

"The  young  lady  will  try  to  impose  upon  you 
while  I  am  away." 

"Then  she'd  better  save  her  trouble,"  said  Mrs. 
Bradshaw,  tossing  her  head. 

"She's  very  artful,"  said  Orton.  "Most  crazy 
people  are." 

"You  don't  mean  to  say  she's  crazy?"  said 
Mrs.  Bradshaw  in  surprise.  "She  don't  look 
like  it." 

"You  are  quite  right.  She  doesn't  look  like  it, 
but  she  wrong  here,"  continued  Campbell,  tap- 
ping his  forehead.  "Why,  she  fancies  herself  im- 
mensely rich,  Mrs.  Bradshaw,  when,  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  she's  a  penniless  cousin  of  mine,  who 
would  have  gone  to  the  poorhouse  but  for  my 
father's  charity." 
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"  You  don't  say  so !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Bradshaw, 
interested, 

"Sometimes  she  thinks  she's  worth  millions  of 
dollars.  I  wish  she  were,  for  in  that  case  my 
father  would  be  relieved  of  the  burden  of  sup- 
porting her." 

"  To   be  sure,  sir !" 

"  Some  time  since  she  managed  to  elude  our 
vigilance  and  escaped  from  our  home  in  Albany. 
Knowing  how  feeble-minded  she  was,  we  felt  very 
anxious  about  her,  but  for  some  time  were  unable 
to  get  a  trace  of  her.  Finally,  we  learned  that  she 
had  been  seen  in  California,  and  I  came  out  at 
great  personal  inconvenience  to  bring  her  back." 

"  Very  kind  of  you,  sir,  I  am  sure :  but  how 
could  she  travel  so  far  without  money  ?" 

"  That  is  easily  explained.  She  opened  my 
father's  desk  and  took  out  some  hundreds  of 
dollars,"  answered  Orton  Campbell,  with  un- 
blushing falsehood.  "Of  course,  we  don't  con- 
sider her  responsible,  as  she  is  of  unsound  mind. 
Otherwise,  we  should  look  upon  her  as  very  un- 
grateful." 
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"  She  seems  to  be  very  good  -  looking,"  observed 
Mrs.    Bradshaw. 

"  So  she  is,  and  if  her  mind  were  healthy  I  can 
imagine  that  she  would  be  admired.  As  it  is, 
her  beauty  counts  for  nothing." 

"To  be  sure!" 

"I  hope  to  calm  her  down,  and  induce  her  with- 
out a  violent  disturbance  to  embark  on  the  next 
steamer  for  New  York  with  me.  She  won't  listen 
to  me  now,  but  I  shall  call  to-morrow  forenoon 
and  see  how  she  appears.  Meanwhile,  she  will 
probably  try  to  bribe  you  to  release  her.  She  may 
promise  you  thousands,  perhaps  millions,  of  dollars, 
for  it's  all  the  same  to  her,  poor  thing!  But  of 
course  you're  too  sensible  a  woman  to  be  taken  in 
by  the  promises  of  a  crazy  girl?" 

"  I  should  say  so !"  returned  Mrs.  Bradshaw,  who 
was  thoroughly  deceived  by  the  artful  story  of  her 
employer,  who,  by  the  way,  had  promised  her 
one  hundred  dollars  for  her  co-operation  in  his 
scheme. 

"She  will  probably  tell  you  that  she  came  to 
California    in    search   of   her   lover,   who   is   at   the 
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mines.  Of  course  there  is  no  such  person,  but 
she   thinks   there   is." 

"I  understand,"  said  the  woman,  confidently. 

"I  thought  you  would.  Well,  Mrs.  Bradshaw, 
I  will  see  you  to-morrow.  I  am  sure  you  are  to 
be  relied  upon." 

About  six  o'clock  Mrs.  Bradshaw  carried  up 
some   supper  to   her   prisoner. 

"I  hope  you've  got  an  appetite,  miss,"   she  said. 

"Stay  a  moment,"  said  Florence,  eagerly.  "I 
want  to  speak  to  you." 

"Now  it's  coming,"  thought  Mrs.  Bradshaw, 
with  some  curiosity.  She  was  rather  taken  aback 
by  the  first  words  of  her  prisoner : 

"How  much  money  has  Mr.  Orton  Campbell 
promised  to  pay  you  for  assisting  him  in  his 
plot?" 

"Well,  I  declare!"  said  Mrs.  Bradshaw,  bridling, 
for  though  she  had  been  bribed  she  did  not  like  to 
confess  it. 

*  He  is  tc  pay  me  rent  for  this  room,"  she  said, 
after  a  pause. 

"Then  I  am  your  lodger,  am  I?"  asked  Florence. 
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"1  suppose  so,"  answered  the  woman,  rather  em- 
barrassed by  this  unexpected  question. 

"  Very  well,  then.  I  don't  think  I  care  to  occupy 
the  room.  I  will  pay  you  a  week's  rent  out  of  my 
own  purse,  and  leave  you  after  supper." 

"  I  think  not,"  said  Mrs.  Bradshaw,  decidedly. 

"Then  I  am  to  consider  myself  your  prisoner?" 

"  You  may  call  it  so  if  you  like." 

"  It  is  just  as  well  to  call  things  by  their  right 
names.  Of  course  Mr.  Campbell  has  hired  you  to 
detain  me  here.  Tell  me  how  much  he  is  to  pay 
you,  and  I  will  pay  you  more  to  release  me." 

"Then  you  are  rich,  I  suppose?"  said  the  wo- 
man. 

*  Yes,  I  am  rich." 

Mrs.  Bradshaw  laughed.  "You  are  worth  sev- 
eral millions,  I  suppose?"  she  said,  mockingly. 

"Certainly  not.     Who  told  you  so?" 

"Mr.  Campbell  warned  me  that  you  would  pre- 
tend you  were  rich." 

"  It  is  no  pretence ;  I  am  rich,  though  at  present 
his  father  has  the  greater  part  of  my  fortune  un- 
der his  charge." 
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"  Oh,  of  course !"  said  the  woman,  laughing  again, 
"I  understand  all  about  it." 

"What  has  Orton  Campbell  told  you?"  asked 
Florence,  suspiciously. 

"He  said  you  would  pretend  to  be  rich,  and  try 
to  bribe  me,  though  you  were  only  a  poor  relation 
of  his  who  would  have  gone  to  the  poorhouse  unless 
his  father  had  supported  you  out  of  charity." 

"He  has  deceived  you,  Mrs.  Bradshaw.  His 
father  wanted  me  to  marry  this  man  in  order  to 
keep  my  fortune  in  his  own  family.  That  is  why 
I  ran  away  from  his  house." 

"What  made  you  come  to  California?"  asked 
the  woman. 

"  Because  the  man  whom  I  really  loved  was  at 
work  somewhere  in  the  mines." 

"  Ho !  ho !"  laughed  Mrs.  Bradshaw,  loudly. 

"Why   do   you  laugh?" 

"  Because  you  are  as  crazy  as  a  loon.  Mr.  Camp- 
bell told  me  just  what  you  would  say.  He  told 
me  all  about  your  stealing  money  from  his  father's 
desk,  and  running  off  to  California  after  a  lover  in 
the  mines.     It's  turned  out  exactly  as  he  said." 


A  BOY'S  SEARCH  FOR  FORTUNE.  209 

"  Did  he  dare  to  slander  me  in  that  way  ?"  de- 
manded Florence,  so  indignantly  that  her  jailer 
drew  back   in  some   alarm. 

''  No  violence,  miss,  if  you  please/'  she  said. 
"You'd  better  be  quiet,  or  you'll  have  to  be 
tied." 

"  Good  Heavens !"  exclaimed  Florence,  "  I  would 
not  have  believed  Orton  Campbell  so  false  and 
artful!" 

"He's    acting    for    your    good,    miss.      So    you'd 

better  not  make  a    fuss;"    and    the  landlady    left 

the    room,  not    failing  to    lock    the    door   securely 

behind  her. 
14 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

A    STAR     IN    THE    CLOUD. 

Meanwhile,  though  things  looked  dark  for  Flor- 
ence and  favorable  for  her  persecutor,  there  was 
one  circumstance  that  threatened  failure  to  the 
latter's  plans.  Orton  Campbell  was  a  mean  man, 
and  his  meanness  in  this  instance  worked  against 
him.  He  had  promised  his  confederate,  Jones,  a 
thousand  dollars  as  the  price  of  his  information 
and  co-operation,  but  intended  all  the  while  to 
avoid  paying  it  if  it  were  a  possible  thing.  Of 
this  sum  seven  hundred  dollars  were  still  due, 
besides  an  extra  sum  for  the  services  of  Jones  in 
making  Florence  a  captive. 

It  was  in  regard  to  these  sums  that  Jones  called 
on  Mr.  Campbell  on  the  evening  succeeding  the 
success  of  the  plot. 

Orton  Campbell  was  about  to  go  out  when  Jones 
appeared  at  his  hotel. 
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"I    would   like  to   see  you   a    few    minutes,    Mr. 
Orton,"  said  the  man  respectfully. 

"You   must   come  some   other  time,  Jones,"   said 
Campbell,  carelessly ;  "  I've  got  an  engagement," 

"I    must    see    you     now,    sir,"    said    Jones,    still 
respectfully,  but  in  a  resolute  tone. 

"'Must'?"    repeated     Orion     Campbell,    arching 
his  brows.     "You  are  impertinent." 

"  Call  me  what  you  please,"  said  Jones,  doggedly ; 
"I'm  not  to  be  put  off." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  demanded  his   employer, 
angrily. 

"You   know   well    enough.      I    want    the    money 
you  are  owing  me." 

"You  seem   to   be   in   a    hurry,"   said    Campbell, 
with  a  sneer. 

"You  don't,"  retorted  Jones.     "All  I  ask   is  that 
you  will  keep  your  promise." 

"What  promise  do  you  refer  to?" 

"'What  promise  do  I   refer  to?'     You   said   if  I 
would  join  you  in  kidnapping — " 

"Hush!"   said   Orton   looking    around,   apprehen- 
sive of  listeners. 
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"The  young  lady,"  Jones  continued,  "you  would 
pay  me  the  seven  hundred  dollars  you  owed  me, 
and  two  hundred  dollars  extra  for  my  help." 

Now,  Orton  Campbell  knew  very  well  that  he 
had  made  this  promise,  but  the  payment  of  nine 
hundred  dollars  he  dreaded  as  much  as  some  of 
my  readers  would  dread  the  extraction  of  half  a 
dozen  teeth.  He  had  got  all  he  needed  from 
Jones,  and  he  decided  that  it  would  be  safe  to 
throw  him  off.  It  might  be  dishonorable,  but  for 
that  he  cared  little. 

"I  suppose  you  have  my  promise  in  writing, 
Jones?"  he  said,  with  a  sneer. 

"No,  I  haven't,  Mr.  Campbell." 

"  Then  you  can't  prove  that  I  owe  you  anything, 
I  take  it." 

"You  don't  mean  to  say,  Mr.  Orton,  you'd  cheat 
a  poor  man  out  of  his  hard-earned  money?" 
ejaculated  Jones,  who,  in  spite  of  his  knowledge 
of  his  employer's  character,  could  hardly  believe 
his  ears. 

I  never  intended  to  give  you  such   an   enormous 
sum  for  the  little  you  have  done  for  me." 
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"  Didn't  you  promise  it,  sir  ?"  demanded  Jones, 
exasperated. 

"Not  that  I  remember,"  answered  Campbell., 
coolly.  "I  should  have  been  a  fool  to  promise  so 
large  a  sum.  I  paid  your  expenses  out  to  Cal- 
ifornia and  three  hundred  dollars.  That,  I  take 
it,  is  pretty  liberal  pay  for  your  services  for  a 
month." 

"I'll  have  justice  if  I  live!"  said  Jones,  furi- 
ously. 

He  looked  so  threatening  that  Orton  Campbell 
thought  it  might  be  best  to  placate  him,  even  at 
the  expense  of  a  small  extra  sum.  "Don't  be  a 
fool,  Jones,"  he  said.  "You  know  very  well  that 
your  demands  are  beyond  all  reason.  I've  treated 
you  very  liberally  already,  but  I  don't  mind  doing 
a  little  more.  I'll  go  so  far  as  to  give  you  fifty 
dollars  down,  and  a  further  sum  of  one  hundred 
dollars  on  my  wedding-day  if  I  marry  Florence 
Douglas,  if  you'll  be  content  with  that." 

"I  won't  be  content  with  it,  Orton  Campbell," 
said  Jones,  indignantly ;  "  I  won't  be  content  with 
anything  less  than  the  full  sum  you  promised  me. 
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You'd  better  pay  me  at  once,  or  you  may  see 
trouble." 

Orton  Campbell  should  have  known  that  it  was 
dangerous  to  trifle  with  a  man  so  thoroughly  rous- 
ed as  Jones  was,  but  his  love  of  money  and  dislike 
to  part  with  it  overcame  every  other  consideration, 
and  he  said,  "You've  refused  my  offer,  and  I  have 
done  with  you.     You  needn't  come  near  me  again." 

"Do  you  mean  this?"  asked  Jones,  slowly. 

"Of  course  I  do.  You  have  served  my  purpose, 
and  been  paid.  I  have  offered  you  more,  and  you 
have  refused  it     That  ends  everything." 

"I  understand  you  now,  Orton  Campbell." 

"Mr.  Campbell,  if  you  please,"  interrupted  Camp- 
bell, haughtily. 

"Mr.  Campbell,  then;  and  I  am  sorry  I  didn't 
know  you  better  before,  but  it  isn't  too  late  yet" 

"That's  enough:  you  can  go." 

As  Jones  walked  away  Campbell  asked  himself, 
"  What  is  the  fellow  going  to  do,  I  wonder  ?  I  sup- 
pose he  will  try  to  annoy  me.  Never  mind :  I  have 
saved  nine  hundred  dollars.  That  will  more  than 
cover  all  the  damage  he  can  do  me," 
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It  was  about  the  same  hour  that  a  party  of  three, 
dusty  and  shabby,  entered  San  Francisco,  and  made 
their  way  to  a  respectable  but  not  prominent  hoteL 

"  We  look  like  three  tramps,  Ben,"  said  Bradley. 
"Anywhere  but  in  San  Francisco  I  don't  believe 
we  could  get  lodged  in  any  respectable  hotel,  but 
they'll  know  at  once  that  we  are  from  the  mines, 
and  may  have  a  good  store  of  gold-dust  in  spite  of 
our  looks." 

"If  my  friends  at  home  could  see  me  now,"  said 
Bea,  laughingly,  "they  wouldn't  think  I  had  found 
my  trip  to  California  profitable.  It  would  give 
my  friend  Sam  Sturgis  a  good  deal  of  pleasure  to 
think  that  I  was  a  penniless  adventurer." 

"  He  might  be  disappointed  when  he  heard  that 
you  were  worth  not  far  from  a  thousand  dollars, 
Ben." 

"He  certainly  would  be.  On  the  other  hand, 
Uncle  Job  would  be  delighted.  I  wish  I  could 
walk  into  his  little  cottage  and  tell  him  all  about 
it." 

"  When  you  go  home,  Ben,  you  must  have  more 
money  to  carry  than   you   have  now.     A    thousand 
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dollars  are  all  very  well,  but  they  are  not  quite 
enough   to   start   business  on." 

"A  year  ago  I  should  have  felt  immensely  rich 
on  a  thousand  dollars,"  said  Ben,  thoughtfull) . 

"  No  doubt ;  but  you  are  young  enough  to  wait 
a  little  longer.  After  our  friend  Dewey  has  seen 
his  young  lady  and  arranged  matters  we'll  dust 
back  to  our  friends,  the  miners  who  came  near 
giving  us  a  ticket  to  the  next  world,  and  see 
whether   fortune   won't   favor   us   a  little  more." 

"Agreed!"  said  Ben;  "I  shall  be  ready.— Shall 
you  call  on  Miss  Douglas  this  evening,  Mr.  Dew- 
ey?" asked  Ben. 

"Yes,"  answered  Dewey,  "I  cannot  bear  to  feel 
that  I  am  in  the  same  city  and  refrain  from  seeing 
her." 

"  Will  she  know  you  in  your  present  rig  ?"  sug- 
gested Bradley. 

"I  shall  lose  no  time  in  buying  a  new  outfit," 
said  Dewey.  "There  must  be  shops  where  all 
articles   of   dress   can   be   obtained   ready-made." 

"  I  was  afraid  you  were  going  as  you  are,"  said 
Bradley.     "Of  course  she'd  be  glad  to  see  you,  but 
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she  might  be  sensitive  about  her  friends;  and  that 
wouldn't  be  agreeable  to  you,  I'm  thinkin'." 

"I  thank  you  for  your  kind  suggestion,  my  good 
friend,"  said  Dewey;  "no  doubt  you  are  right." 

Richard  Dewey  swallowed  a  hasty  supper,  and 
then  sought  the  clothing  -  shops,  where  he  had  no 
difficulty  in  procuring  a  ready-made  outfit.  So 
many  persons  came  from  the  mines  in  his  con- 
dition, desiring  similar  accommodation,  that  he 
was  not  required  to  go  far  to  secure  what  he 
wanted. 

Then,  having  obtained  from  Ben  the  proper  di- 
rections, he  took  his  way  to  the  house  of  Mrs. 
Armstrong,  which   he   reached   about   eight  o'clock. 

"  Can  I  see  Miss  Florence  Douglas  ?"  he  asked. 

Mrs.  Armstrong,  hearing  the  request,  came  hei- 
self  to  the  door.  She  was  feeling  anxious  about 
the   prolonged   absence  of  her   young   friend. 

"May  I  ask  your  name,  sir?"  she  inquired. 

"Richard  Dewey." 

" '  Richard  Dewey '  ?"  repeated  Mrs.  Armstrong, 
in  amazement.  "Why,  I  thought  you  were  sick 
in  bed!" 
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"What  made  you  think  so?"  asked  Dewey,  in 
equal  amazement. 

"Your  own  note.  Miss  Douglas,  on  receiving  it, 
went  away  at  once  with  the  messenger,  and  has 
not   returned." 

"  I  have  sent  no  note,  and  no  messenger  has  come 
from  me.  I  don't  understand  you,"  said  Richard 
Dewey,  bewildered. 

It  was  soon  explained,  and  the  bitter  disappoint- 
ment of  Dewey  may  well  be  imagined.  This  feel- 
ing was  mingled  with  one  of  apprehension  for  the 
personal  safety  of  the  young  lady. 

"  This  is  indeed  alarming,"  he  ejaculated.  "  Who 
can  have  planned  such  an  outrage?" 

"I  will  tell  you,  sir,"  said  a  voice. 

Turning  quickly,  Richard  Dewey's  glance  rested 
upon  Jones. 
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CHAPTEK    XXVHI. 

JONES  CHECKMATES  ORTON  CAMPBELL. 

"Who  are  you?"  inquired  Kichard  Dewey,  not 
favorably  impressed  by  the  appearance  of  the  man 
who  addressed  him. 

"You  wouldn't  know  if  I  should  tell  you,"  said 
Jones;  "so  I  may  as  well  say  that  I  came  out  to 
San  Francisco  with  Orton  Campbell." 

"  Orton  Campbell  in  the  city  ?"  exclaimed  Dewey, 
apprehensively.  "Had  he  anything  to  do  with  the 
disappearance  of  Miss  Douglas?" 

"Everything,  sir;  but  I  can't  tell  you  about  it 
in  the  street     I  will  go  with  you  to  your  hotel." 

"Tell  me  on  the  way,"  said  Richard  Dewey. 
"First,  has  any  harm  befallen  Florence — Miss 
Douglas  ?" 

"None  as  yet" 

"Is  any  threatened?" 
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"  The  loss  of  her  liberty ;  but  I  will  help  you  to 
thwart  Orton  Campbell." 

Jones  told  the  story,  which  need  not  be  repeated 
here,  as  it  is  already  known  to  the  reader.  He  had 
difficulty  in  restraining  Mr.  Dewey  from  starting 
out  instantly  to  the  rescue  of  the  young  lady,  but 
on  his  representing  that  she  was  safe,  and  that  it 
would  be  soon  enough  to  go  out  in  the  morning, 
Richard  Dewey  yielded. 

A  little  before  eight  o'clock,  Jones,  driving  the 
same  carriage  in  which  he  had  conveyed  Florence 
to  her  place  of  captivity,  halted  in  front  of  Mrs. 
Bradshaw's   dwelling. 

"  Remain  in  the  carriage,  Mr,  Dewey,"  he  said, 
"  and  I  will  see  if  I  can't  secure  the  young  lady 
without   any  fuss." 

"Won't  it  be  better  for  me  to   accompany   youf 

"I  think  not,  sir.  Mrs.  Bradshaw  knows  I  am 
the  one  who  brought  Miss  Douglas  here,  and  she 
will  think  it  is  all  right.  Stay!"  he  continued, 
with  a  sudden  thought.  "  I  have  an  idea.  Mr. 
Campbell  told  Mrs.  Bradshaw  that  the  young  lady 
was   insane.     I   will   make   her   think  that   you  are 
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the   doctor   from    the    asylum    come    to    take    Miss 
Douglas  back  with  you." 

"Did  Orton  Campbell  really  intend  such  an  out- 
rage?" asked  Richard  Dewey,  in   a  tone  of  horror. 

"Yes,  if  Miss  Douglas  wouldn't  consent  to 
marry  him." 

"Go,  then,  and  lose  no  time." 

Jones  knocked  at  the  door,  which  was  opened 
by  Mrs.  Bradshaw  in  person.  She  naturally  re- 
garded Jones  with  surprise,  not  anticipating  so 
early  a  call. 

"How  is  Miss  Douglas?"  he  asked. 

"Very  contrary,"  answered  the  landlady.  "1 
can't  get  her  to  eat.  It's  my  belief  she  means  to 
starve  herself." 

"  It's  a  crazy  freak,"  said  Jones,  shrugging  his 
ghoulders.     "Well,  I've  come  to  take  her  away." 

'To  take  her  away — so  soon?"  asked  Mrs.  Brad- 
shaw, in  surprise. 

"Yes,  Mr.  Orton  thought  it  best" 

"  Is  he  with  you  ?" 

"No." 

"I  think  I  see  some  one  in  the  carriage." 
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"To  be  sure.  It's  the  mad  doctor  from  the 
asylum.  Don't  let  Miss  Douglas  know  it,"  con- 
tinued Jones,  lowering  his  voice,  "or  she  wouldn't 
consent  to  go  with  us." 

"  I  see,"  answered  the  landlady,  nodding.  "  Do 
you  want  to  go  up  now?" 

"  Yes ;  let  me  see  her  alone,  so  that  I  can  tell  her 
a  story  which  will  quiet  her  suspicions." 

"Mr.  Campbell  hasn't  paid  me  all  he  promised 
yet,"  said  Mrs.  Bradshaw,  rather  uneasily. 

"  Oh,  that's  all  right,"  said  Jones.  "  He  never 
forgets  his  promise — and  seldom  keeps  it,"  he  said 
to  himself. 

Florence  was  sitting  on  the  lounge  in  her  room 
in  rather  a  despondent  state  of  mind  when  the 
door  opened,  and  she  looked  up,  expecting  to  see 
Orton  Campbell. 

Jones  closed  the  door  behind  him,  and  then, 
putting  his  hand  over  his  lips,  said,  "Miss  Douglas, 
I  bring  you  good  news." 

"Are  you  not  the  man  who  brought  me  out 
here  yesterday?" 

"The  same  one," 
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"  Then  how  have  you  the  face  to  show  yourself 
in  my  presence?" 

"Because  I  am  come  to  free  you  from  your  im- 
prisonment." 

Florence  started  to  her  feet  in  some  excitement 
"If  this  were  truel"  she  exclaimed.  "But  no; 
you  are  an  agent  of  Orton  Campbell,  and  this  is 
some  new  trick  of  his." 

"  I  was  an  agent  of  Orton  Campbell,  but  he  de- 
ceived me,  and  I  am  his  enemy." 

"  Is  he  with  you  ?"  asked  Florence,  suspiciously. 

"No;  but  in  the  carriage  outside  is  one  whom 
you  will  be  glad  to  meet." 

"Who  is  it?" 

"  Richard  Dewey." 

"  You  brought  me  a  note  from  him  which  he  never 
wrote.     How  do  you  expect  me  to  believe  you  now  ?" 

"  If  he  is  not  there,  don't  get  into  the  carriage. 
Not  a  word  to  Mrs.  Bradshaw.  She  is  in  the 
employ  of  Mr.  Campbell,  who  represented  you  as 
insane,  and  I  told  her  that  Mr.  Dewey,  whom  I 
did  not  dare  to  bring  in,  was  a  doctor  from  the 
insane  asylum." 
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"  Are  you  sure  you  are  not  deceiving  me?"  said 
Florence,  earnestly. 

"I  am  on  the  square,  miss,  but  you  can  easily 
convince  yourself  by  coming  down  stairs.  If  you 
prefer  to  remain  here  till  nine  o'clock,  when  Orton 
Campbell  will  be  here,  you  can  do  so." 

"  No,  no !  anything  better  than  that !" 

Mrs.  Bradshaw  watched  the  exit  of  her  guest 
with  a  peculiar  look.  "She  little  knows  where 
she's  going,"  thought  the  woman.  "Well,  if  she's 
crazy,  it's  the  best  place  for  her." 

As  may  easily  be  imagined,  there  was  scant  leave- 
taking.  Florence  was  eager  to  leave  this  shabby 
cabin,  where  she  had  passed  a  night  of  anxious 
solicitude. 

She  approached  the  carriage,  and  Jones  opened 
the  door.  She  looked  in,  and  saw  Dewey,  who  said 
in  a  low  voice,  "  Get  in  at  once,  Florence,  but  keep 
silent  till  we  are  on  our  way." 

An  expression  of  joy  came  over  her  face  as  she 
saw  this  most  convincing  proof  of  her  driver's 
good  faith.  He  mounted  the  box  and  drove  rap- 
idly  off. 
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On  their  way  back  to  San  Francisco  the  two  who 
had  been  so  long  separated  had  ample  time  to  com- 
pare notes  and  form  plans  for  the  future. 

"Florence,"  said  Richard  Dewey,  "after  this 
treachery  of  Orton  Campbell  there  is  but  one  way 
of  safety  for  you." 

"And  what  is  that?" 

"Let  me  become  your  legal  protector,  and  at 
once.  When  we  are  married  your  guardian  will 
be  powerless.  He  will  have  me  to  deal  with  then, 
not  a  defenceless  girl." 

"  But,  Richard,  this  seems  so  sudden  !" 

"  It  ought  not  to,  Florence.  Have  we  not  waited 
for  each  other  long  enough?  Have  we  not  been 
separated  long  enough?  I  am  not  much  richer 
than  when  I  left  you — not  so  rich,"  he  added,  smil- 
ing, "as  your  other  suitor,  Orton  Campbell." 

"I  will  marry  you  if  only  to  get  rid  of  him, 
Richard,"   said  Florence,  impetuously. 

"I  won't  quarrel  with  your  motives,  since  you 
consent." 

So  it  happened  that  on  their  arrival  in  San 
Francisco    they    directed     Jones    to    drive    to    the 

15 
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house  of  a  clergyman,  and  were  speedily  united  in 
marriage,  the  clergyman's  wife  and  daughter  being 
witnesses.  Circumstances  compelled  them  to  dis- 
pense  with   the   usual   "cards   and   cake." 

At  nine  o'clock,  Orton  Campbell,  secure  of  his 
prey,  drove  up  to  Mrs.  Bradshaw's  door  and  leisure- 
ly descended. 

"Well,  and  how  is  Miss  Douglas  this  morning?" 
he  asked  of  the  astonished  landlady. 

"How  is  she?    She's  gone." 

"What!"  ejaculated  Orton,  furiously;  "you  have 
dared  to  let  her  escape?" 

"  You  sent  for  her  yourself.  She  went  away  with 
the  mad  doctor." 

"'The  mad  doctor'?  I  don't  know  anything 
about  any  mad  doctor.  Woman,  you  are  deceiving 
me. 

"  Don't  call  me  woman  /"  said  Mrs.  Bradshaw, 
offensively,  putting  her  arms  akimbo.  "I'm  no 
more   a   woman   than   you   are." 

"Then  you'd  better  dress  differently,"  sneered 
Campbell.     "Tell   me   what   all   this   means." 

"  The  man  that  drove  the  lady  out  here  yesterday 
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caine  here  more  than  an  hour  ago  and  said  you 
had  sent  for  her.  He  said  there  was  a  doctor  in 
the  carriage  who  would  take  her  to  the  asylum. 
That  corresponded  with  what  you  told  me,  and  I 
let  her  go." 

"That  scoundrel  Jones!"  exclaimed  Orton  Camp- 
bell. "So  this  is  his  revenge?  I  must  go  back  to 
the  city  at  once  and  circumvent  him  if  I  can." 

He  was  about  to  go  when  Mrs.  Bradshaw  said, 
"Before  you  go  you'd  better  pay  me  what  you 
promised." 

"I  won't  pay  you  a  cent,"  said  Campbell,  an- 
grily. 

"Jack!" 

The  word  spoken  by  the  woman  brought  a  rough- 
looking  man  to  the  carriage-door. 

"This  man  says  he  won't  pay  me  a  cent,  Jack," 
said  Mrs.  Bradshaw. 

"You'd  better  reconsider  that,  stranger,"  said 
Jack,  pulling  out  a  revolver  and  fingering  it  sig- 
nificantly. 

"I  owe  her  nothing,"  said  Orton  Campbell,  sur- 
veying the   revolver  uneasily.      "If   she    had   kepi 
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the  young  lady  here,  it  would  have  been  differ- 
ent." 

"  If  there's  a  trick  been  played  on  you,  my  wife 
ain't  goin'  to  suffer  by  it.  She's  earned  the  money, 
stranger,  and  I'll  give  you  just  two  minutes  to  pay 
it  over." 

Orton  Campbell  read  something  in  the  man's 
face  that  convinced  him  he  was  not  to  be  trifled 
with.  With  many  an  inward  groan  he  drew  out 
one  hundred  dollars  from  his  purse  and  handed  it 
over. 

"That's  all  right,  stranger,"  said  Jack,  coolly. 
"I  thought  you'd  be  reasonable.  Short  reckonings 
make  long  friends." 

With  a  muttered  imprecation  Orton  Campbell 
sharply  ordered  his  driver  to  turn  the  horses'  heads 
toward  San  Francisco  and  make  his  way  there  as 
quickly  as  possible.  His  thoughts  were  by  no 
means  pleasant  company.  He  had  just  been  forced 
to  pay  out  a  considerable  sum  without  value  re- 
ceived, and  was  beginning  to  think  the  sum  paid 
to  Jones  also  money  thrown  away. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

A   WEDDING     RECEPTION. 

Orton  Campbell  cursed  his  folly  in  arousing  the 
hostility  of  Jones.  He  concluded  that  the  latter 
had  released  Florence  in  order  to  obtain  a  hold 
upon  him,  and  would  be  ready  to  assist  him  again 
if  satisfactorily  paid.  In  that  event  all  was  not 
lost  It  was  necessary  to  see  Jones  as  early  as 
possible  and  make  matters  right  with  him. 

He  was  not  quite  clear  as  to  where  Jones  could 
be  found,  but  concluded  that  he  had  carried  Flor- 
ence back  to  her  boarding-house;  He  therefore  or- 
dered his  driver  to  proceed  at  once  to  the  house  of 
Mrs.  Armstrong. 

He  hastily  descended  from  the  carriage  and  rang 
the  bell. 

It  was  answered  by  Mrs.  Armstrong  in  person, 
who  regarded  him  with  no  very  friendly  eye. 

Orton  Campbell,  knowing  his  own   treachery,  and 
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conscious  that  it  was  also  known  to  the  lady  before 
him,  asked,  in  some  embarrassment,  "Is  Miss  Dou- 
glas here?" 

"No,  sir." 

Orton  Campbell  looked  surprised.  "  I — I  thought 
she  might  be  here,"  he  stammered. 

"Were  you  the  person  who  lured  her  from  my 
house  yesterday  by  a  false  letter?"  demanded  Mrs. 
Armstrong,  sternly. 

"  No,"  answered  Campbell,  unblushingly ;  "  it  was 
an  agent  of  mine,  who  has  deceived  and  betrayed  me." 

"Then,  you  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  disap- 
pearance of  the  young  lady?" 

"Certainly  not,"  answered  Orton  Campbell,  bold- 
ly. "I  assure  you  it  has  given  me  great  concern, 
and  I  have  been  riding  hither  and  thither  this  morn- 
ing in  search  of  her." 

"Won't  you  come  in,  sir?  Perhaps  we  may  be 
able  to  throw  some  light  on  this  mystery." 

"  She  believes  me,"  thought  Orton  Campbell,  con- 
gratulating himself  on  the  effect  of  his  duplicity. — 
"Certainly,"  he  answered;  "I  shall  be  most  happy 
to  do  so." 
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He  was  ushered  into  the  parlor,  into  which,  five 
minutes  later,  entered  Florence,  Richard  Dewey,  and 
a  gentleman  of  clerical  appearance. 

"Miss  Douglas!"  exclaimed  Orton  Campbell,  in 
astonishment. — "  I  thought  you  said,"  turning  to 
Mrs.  Armstrong,  "that  Miss  Douglas  was  not 
here?" 

"I  am  not  Miss  Douglas,"  said  Florence,  quietly. 

"I  don't  understand  you." 

"Perhaps  I  can  explain  the  mystery,"  said  Rich- 
ard Dewey,  coming  forward. 

"I  wish  you  would,  if  you  can,"  said  Orton 
Campbell,   with   a   sneer. 

"  This  young  lady  is  my  wife." 

"Your  wife?     And  who  are  you?" 

"Richard  Dewey,  at  your  service." 

Orton  Campbell  had  never  known  Dewey  well, 
and  his  life  at  the  mines  had  so  changed  his  ap- 
pearance that  it  was  not  surprising  he  did  not 
recognize  him. 

"Is  this  true?"  he  asked,  in  visible  dismay. 
"When  were  you  married?" 

"Half  an   hour   since,   by   this   gentleman;"   and 
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Richard  Dewey  waved  his  hand  in  the  direction 
of  the  clerical  gentleman  already  referred  to. 

"  You  have  done  a  good  stroke  of  business,  sir," 
said  Campbell,  with  a  sneer  and  a  look  of  baffled 
hatred.  "The  lady's  fortune  makes  her  a  good 
match." 

"  So  you  evidently  thought,  sir,"  answered  Dewey. 
"Your  unscrupulous  methods  have  not  succeeded, 
and  I  beg  to  warn  you  that  the  lady  now  has 
a  protector  who  will  punish  any  such  persecution 
as  that  with  which  you  have  recently  visited  her." 

"  You  are  quite  mistaken.    My  agent — " 

"Only  followed  your  instructions,"  said  an  un- 
expected voice,  as  Jones,  who  was  within  hearing, 
now  entered  from  the  adjoining  room.  "Mr.  Orton, 
I  have  confessed  all,  so  you  needn't  try  to  humbug 
this  gentleman." 

"You  are  a  scoundrel,"  said  Campbell,  wrath- 
fully,  excited  by  the  appearance  of  the  man  who, 
in  return  for  being  cheated,  had  betrayed  him. 

"  Then  there's  a  pair  of  us,  Mr.  Campbell,"  said 
he,  coolly.  "I  admit  that  I  behaved  like  a  ras- 
cal,  but  I've  tried  to  set  matters  right." 
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"  You  can  find  your  way  back  to  New  York  aa 
you  can;  I  have  done  with  you,"  said  Campbell, 
hardly  conscious  that  this  very  remark  betrayed 
him. 

"Mr.  Dewey  has  kindly  offered  to  take  me  back 
with  him,"  said  Jones,  not  at  all  disturbed  by  this 
notice. 

"  If  you  are  going  back  by  the  next  steamer,  Mr. 
Campbell,"  said  Richard  Dewey,  "I  will  thank 
you  to  apprise  your  father  of  his  ward's  marriage, 
and  ask  him  to  arrange  for  the  surrender  of  her 
property  at  the  proper  time." 

"You  may  attend  to  your  own  messages,  sir," 
said  Orton,  irritably.  "I  will  have  nothing  to  do 
with  them." 

Without  any  further  words  he  hurried  out  of 
the  house,  and  drove  at  once  to  the  office  of  the 
steamship  company,  where  he  secured  passage  by 
the  earliest  vessel  eastward  bound. 

That  same  evening  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Richard  Dewey 
held  an  informal  reception  at  their  boarding- 
house. 

It  was    not  largely   attended,   for    Florence   had 
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made  but  few  acquaintances  during  her  stay  in 
the  city.  Uncertain  as  her  prospects  were,  she 
had  thought  it  best  to  keep  aloof  from  her 
friends,  who  might  possibly  make  known  her 
residence  to  her  guardian.  Among  those  present, 
however,  were  Richard  Dewey's  tried  friends,  Brad- 
ley and  Ben  Stanton. 

Bradley  tried  to  excuse  himself,  on  the  ground 
that  he  was  only  a  rough  miner  and  not  accus- 
tomed to  society,  but  his  objection  was  over- 
ruled both  by  Florence  and  her  husband. 

"  You  are  a  true  friend,  Mr.  Bradley,"  said  Flor- 
ence, gratefully,  "  and  I  should  miss  you  more 
than  any  one  else  except  my  young  friend  and 
cousin,  Ben." 

"Ben's  different  from  what  I  am,"  said  Bradley. 
"  He  ain't  such  a  rough  specimen." 

"  I'm  only  a  miner,  like  you,"  said  Ben.  "  I  am 
a  country  boy  and  not  used  to  society,  but  I  don't 
believe  Cousin  Ida  will  care  for  that." 

"Cousin  Ida"  was  the  name  by  which  Ben  had 
been  instructed  to  call  Florence  when  she  cams 
out  to  California  under  his  escort. 
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The  upshot  of  it  all  was  that  both  Bradley  and 
Ben  were  present  at  the  bride's  reception,  and 
were  made  so  thoroughly  at  home  by  Mrs.  Rich- 
arl  Dewey  that  neither  felt  in  the  least  awk- 
ward. 

Two  weeks  later  Richard  Dewey  and  his  wife  sail- 
ed for  New  York,  but  Ben  and  Bradley  remained 
behind. 

"Come  with  us,  Ben,"  said  Florence.  "I  don't 
like  to  leave  you  behind." 

"  Thank  you,  Miss  Florence — I  mean  Mrs.  Dew- 
ey," said  the  boy — "  but  I  am  not  ready  to  go  yet." 

"Don't  let  the  thought  of  money  keep  you  here, 
Ben.  I  am  rich,  or  I  shall  be  in  a  few  months, 
when  my  guardian  surrenders  his  trust,  and  I  will 
take  care  that  you  are  well  provided  for." 

"  Thank  you  again,"  said  Ben ;  "  but  I've  prom- 
ised to  go  back  to  the  mines.  I've  got  a  claim 
reserved  for  me,  and  so  has  Bradley.  We'll  go 
back  now  and  try  to  gather  a  little  more  gold- 
dust." 

"But  you'll  let  us  see  you  in  New  York  before 
long?" 


236  BEN'S  NUGGET;  OR, 

"  Yes,  I  shall  go  home  in  a  few  months,  even  if 
I  come  back  again  later.  I  want  to  see  Uncle  Job 
and  Cousin  Jennie,  and  all  my  eld  friends,  not 
forgetting  Sam  Sturgis,"  added  Ben,  smiling. 

"We  must  be  content  with  that,  I  suppose,"  said 
the  young  lady.  "  I  hope  you  will  have  good  luck, 
but  even  if  you  don't,  remember  that  you  have  two 
friends  who  will  only  be  too  glad  to  be  of  service 
to  you. — Please  consider,  Mr.  Bradley,  that  this  is 
said  to  you  also." 

"Thank  you,  ma'am,"  said  Jake  Bradley,  awk- 
wardly, for  with  all  his  good  traits  he  was  not  quite 
at  ease  in  the  society  of  ladies. 

Ben  and  Bradley  saw  the  young  couple  off  on 
the  steamer,  and  then  prepared  to  go  back  to  the 
mines. 

"  It's  made  me  feel  kind  of  lonesome  to  part  with 
Dick  Dewey,"  said  Bradley,  thoughtfully.  "He's 
a  whole-souled  feller,  and  he's  *  struck  it  rich'  in 
&  wife." 

"That's  so,  Jake." 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE   NTJGOET. 

Ben  and  Bradley  made  their  way  back  to  Gold- 
en Gulch  by  easy  stages.  They  reached  the  Gulch 
about  sunset,  and  were  welcomed  in  such  noisy  style 
by  the  miners  that  it  might  almost  be  called  an 
ovation. 

"  We  reckoned  you'd  come,"  said  one  of  the 
leaders.    "You  look  like  you'd  keep  your  promise." 

"I  hope  there  ain't  any  hosses  been  stole  since 
we  went  away,"  said  Bradley,  jocosely.  "  Ben  and 
I  ain't  quite  ready  to  hand  in  our  checks." 

"We  wouldn't  hold  you  responsible  if  there  had 
been,"  was  the  reply. 

"  That  makes  me  feel  a  little  easier  in  mind," 
said  Bradley.  "It  may  be  pleasant  to  hang  from 
a  branch  with  a  noose  round  your  neck,  but  I  don't 
want  to  try  it" 

The    miners  were   just    preparing  to   take    their 


BEN'S  NUGGET;   OB, 

evening  meal,  and  Ben  and  his  friend  were  invited 
to  share  their  hospitality.  After  supper  pipes  were 
produced,  and  Bradley  was  called  upon  to  bring 
forth  his  budget  of  news.  In  the  little  mining- 
settlement,  far  from  the  great  world,  a  man  who 
could  give  the  latest  news  from  the  city  or  produce 
a  late  paper  from  any  of  the  Eastern  cities  was 
hailed  as  a  public  benefactor. 

So  it  was  at  an  unusually  late  hour  that  our 
friends   and   the   miners    retired    to   rest 

The  next  morning  the  two  new-comers  were  shown 
the  claims  which  had  been  set  aside  for  them.  They 
were  eligibly  located,  and  already  had  a  commercial 
value,  but  were  bestowed  out  of  good -will,  without 
a  cent  of  compensation. 

Bradley  and  Ben  got  to  work  at  once.  They  had 
had  their  vacation,  and  were  ready  to  settle  down 
to  business.  They  were  stimulated  to  effort  by  the 
success  of  some  of  their  fellow  -  miners.  Ben's  next 
neighbor  had  already  gathered  nearly  three  thou- 
sand dollars'  worth  of  gold-dust,  and  it  was  quite 
within  the  limits  of  probability  that  our  young 
hero   might  be  as  successful. 
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"  If  T  fail  it  won't  be  for  lack  of  trying,"  thought 
Ben. 

Three  thousand  dollars,  in  addition  to  the  thou- 
sand he  already  had,  would  make  him  feel  rich. 
Some  of  my  readers,  who  have  been  luxuriously 
reared,  will  be  surprised  to  hear  this.  But  Ben 
had  always  been  used  to  small  things.  He  had 
been  brought  up  in  a  small  country  town,  where 
a  dollar  counts  for  a  good  deal  more  than  it  does 
in  the  city,  and  where  a  man  possessing  ten  thou- 
sand dollars  is  thought  to  be  independently  rich. 
His  uncle  Job,  who  was  thrifty  and  industrious, 
and  generally,  through  careful  economy,  had  a 
little  money  in  the  savings  bank,  was  probably 
worth,   at  the  outside,   fifteen   hundred   dollars. 

No  wonder,  then,  that  the  prospect  of  being  worth 
four  thousand  dollars  dazzled  our  young  hero  and 
stimulated  him  to  unwonted  effort. 

Neither  of  our  two  friends  got  on  fast.  They 
averaged  perhaps  fifty  dollars  a  week  each,  tut  out 
of  this  their  expenses  had  to  be  paid,  and  these, 
on  account  of  the  high  price  of  all  articles  of 
necessity,    were    rather    heavy.      Still,  the    end    of 
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each  week  found  both  richer,  and  they  were  con- 
tented. 

It  was  the  aim  of  every  miner  to  "  strike  it 
rich."  Each  had  a  dream  of  some  day  cutting  a 
rich  vein  or  finding  a  nugget  of  extraordinary  size 
which  should  compress  into  one  day  the  profits  of 
a  year  or  two  of  ordinary  success.  But  such  lucky 
finds  were  not  numerous.  As  in  ordinary  life,  the 
large  prizes  are  rare,  and  average  success  is  the 
rule.  But  the  general  hope  was  kept  up  by  occa- 
sional lucky  strokes. 

"Ben,"  said  Bradley,  one  day  in  excitement,  re- 
turning from  a  visit  to  the  claims  half  a  mile  dis- 
tant on  the  other  side  of  a  hilly  ridge,  "I've  got 
great  news." 

"What  is  it,  Jake?" 

"  Perkins  has  just  found  a  nugget  that  must  con- 
tain five  hundred  dollars'  worth  of  gold." 

"You  don't  say  so,  Jake?" 

"  Fact ;  I  just  saw  it." 

"  I  hope  there's  more  of  them  'round  here." 

"So  do  I.     That's  a  find  worth  having." 

The  discovery  made  a  sensation  at  Golden  Gulch, 
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It  excited  the  hope  of  all,  and  stimulated  labor. 
What  had  fallen  to  Perkins  might  chance  to  any 
one  of  his  comrades. 

So,  as  the  miners  sat  round  their  roaring  fire — for 
it  was  getting  chilly  in  the  evening — one  and  an- 
other discussed  the  interesting  question,  "What 
would  I  do  if  I  could  find  a  nugget  ?"  Various,  of 
course,  were  the  answers.  One  would  go  home  and 
start  a  dry -goods  store  (he  had  been  a  dry -goods 
clerk  in  Philadelphia) ;  another  would  buy  the  old 
Stuart  place  and  get  married ;  another  would  pay 
off  a  mortgage  on  the  old   homestead,  and  so  on. 

"What  would  you  do,  Ben?"  asked  Bradley. 

"  I  would  go  home  by  the  next  steamer,  and  buy 
Uncle  Job  the  three -acre  lot  he  has  been  wanting 
so  long,  and  buy  new  dresses  for  aunt  and  Jennie, 
But  it  isn't  much  use  forming  plans  till  the  nugget 
is  found." 

"  That's  so,  Ben ;  but  you  are  as  likely  to  find  it 
as  the  next  man." 

"I  will  hope  for  it,  at  any  rate." 

Though    Ben's    prospects   were  excellent,   and   he 

had   met   with   unusual    success,   his  thoughts  often 
16 
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wandered  back  to  the  quiet  village  where  the  years 
of  his  boyhood  had  been  chiefly  passed.  From  time 
to  time  he  was  disturbed  by  the  thought  that  some- 
thing might  have  happened  to  his  uncle's  family, 
of  whom  he  had  heard  little  or  nothing  since  he 
went  away.  He  afterward  learned  that  letters  had 
been  sent  which  he  had  not  received.  He  was  not 
exactly  homesick,  but  he  felt  keenly  the  lack  of 
news  from  home. 

In  spite  of  this,  however,  he  worked  on  with  en- 
ergy and  industry.  He  felt  that  every  dollar  he 
earned  brought  nearer  the  day  when  he  would  feel 
justified  in  turning  his  back  upon  the  gold -field* 
of  California  and  wending  his  homeward  way  to 
Hampton. 

Meanwhile,  Ben  did  not  neglect  to  do  what  he 
could  for  the  general  entertainment.  It  has  already 
been  mentioned  that  he  could  sing  very  creditably, 
and  his  talent  was  very  often  called  into  requisition 
in  the  evening.  Ben  was  obliging,  and,  finding  he 
could  give  pleasure,  he  generally  complied  with  the 
request  of  the  miners  and  rehearsed  such  songs  as 
he  knew,  so  that  he  was  considered  a  decided  ac- 
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quisition  by  the  little  company,  and  his  popularity 
was  unbounded. 

"  I've  been  thinking  Ben,"  said  Bradley,  one  Sun- 
day when  they  were  taking  a  walk  together,  "that 
ef  there  was  any  offices  to  be  filled  you'd  stand  a 
good  show  of  bein'  elected." 

"What  makes  you  think  so,  Jake?" 

"You're  the  most  popular  man  in  the  camp — 
leastways,   boy." 

"I  can  easily  believe  that,  Jake,  as  I  am  the 
only  boy." 

"Well,  there's  no  one  ahead  of  you,  man  or 
boy." 

"  I  am  glad  if  that  is  so,"  said  Ben,  modestly. 
"It  is  chiefly  because  I  am  a  boy." 

"Boys  are  not  always  popular.  It  depends  a 
good   deal   on  the  kind  of   boy." 

So  the  reader  will  get  some  idea  of  Ben's  life  at 
the  mines  and  the  estimation  in  which  he  was  held 
by  his  comrades.  It  was  not  very  exciting  nor  very 
eventful,  but  there  was  to  be  a  change. 

One  day  his  pick  struck  something  hard.  It 
might  be  a  rock  which  would   need  to  be   removed. 
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He  dug  round  it  patiently,  but  when  he  wished  to 
lift  it  after  it  was  loosened,  he  found  it  necessary  to 
summon  Bradley  to  his  assistance. 

"Why,  Ben!"  exclaimed  Bradley,  in  excitement, 
"this   isn't  a  rock;   it  is  a  nugget,  and  a  bouncer." 

"  '  A  nugget ' !"  repeated  Ben,  incredulously. 

"Yes;  look  here!"  and  Bradley  pointed  out  the 
indubitable  signs  of  its  value.  "Yes,  Ben,  your 
fortune   has   come   at   last." 

"  How  much  is  it  worth  ?"  demanded  Ben,  almost 
breathless  with  excitement  and  exhilaration. 

"How  much?     Three  thousand  dollars  at  least." 

"Then  I  can  go  home." 

"Yes,  Ben,  you've  got  your  pile." 

It  may  as  well  be  stated  here  that  Bradley's  guess 
was  not  far  out  of  the  way.  The  nugget,  when  it 
reached  San  Francisco,  was  found  to  amount  to 
three  thousand   seven  hundred   dollars. 

To  the  credit  of  the  miners  of  Golden  Gulch,  it 
must  be  said  that  all  rejoiced  in  Ben's  success.  No 
one's  good  luck  would  have  excited  so  little  envy  or 
jealousy  as  that  of  the  boy  who  had  worked  by  their 
side   for   months,   and   done  so   much   by  his   good- 
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humor  and  musical  gifts  to  cheer  up  and  entertain 
them.  When  he  was  ready  to  start  for  the  city  on 
his  homeward  journey  all  joined  in  wishing  him  a 
pleasant  journey  and  the  best  of  luck  in  the  years 
to  come. 

Ben  was  not  obliged  to  travel  alone.  Bradley 
decided  not  only  to  accompany  him  to  San  Fran- 
cisco, but    to   sail  to   New  York  in   his  company. 

"IVe  never  seen  York,"  he  said,  "and  I  never 
shall  see  it  if  I  don't  go  now.  So,  if  you  don't 
mind,  Ben,  I'll  go  along  with  you." 

"Mind,  Jake?  There's  nothing  I  shall  like  bet- 
ter." 

While  they  are  on  the  steamer  homeward  bound 
events  have  transpired  in  Ben's  old  home  which  re- 
quire to  be  noted. 
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CHAPTER    XXXI. 


JOB   STANTON  S   MISTAKE. 


There  had  not  been  many  changes  in  the  little 
town  of  Hampton  since  Ben  left  it.  It  was  one 
of  those  quiet  New  England  villages  where  life 
moves  slowly,  and  a  death  or  a  marriage  is  an 
event. 

Uncle  Job  still  lived  in  his  plain  little  cottage 
with  his  wife  and  daughter,  and  still  plied  his  hum- 
ble task  as  the  village  cobbler,  essaying  sometimes 
to  make  shoes  when  there  were  none  to  be  repaired. 
There  was  a  plat  of  land  belonging  to  his  house 
rather  more  than  an  acre  in  extent,  but  land  waa 
cheap  in  Hampton,  and  it  is  doubtful  whether  both 
house  and  lot  would  have  brought,  if  thrown  into 
the  market,  over  one  thousand  dollars.  Uncle  Job 
had  at  one  time  about  a  hundred  dollars  in  the 
savings  bank  in  a  neighboring  town — a  fund  to  draw 
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from  in   an   emergency — and    this    money   with   his 
plain  home  constituted  his  entire  wealth. 

Eleven  hundred  dollars  all  told!  It  was  not  a 
very  brilliant  result  for  forty  years'  labor,  begin- 
ning with  the  days  of  his  boyhood ;  but  Job  Stanton 
was  not  ambitious,  and  he  actually  felt  well-to-do. 
He  earned  enough  to  supply  the  simple  wants  of 
his  family,  and  had  something  over,  and  this  sat 
isfied  him. 

But  one  day  a  stroDg  temptation  came  to  Job 
Stanton,  and  he  yielded  to  it. 

A  trader  came  riding  over  from  a  neighboring 
town  and  called  on  Uncle  Job.  The  good  man 
thought  he  had  come  to  order  a  new  pair  of  shoes, 
and  felt  flattered  that  such  a  dashing  man  should 
have  gone  so  far  out  of  his  way  to  patronize  him. 

"I'm  glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  Richmond,"  he  said. 
"Won't  you  set  down?" 

He  should  have  said  sit,  but  Job  Stanton's  educa- 
tional advantages  had  been  very  limited. 

"I  don't  care  if  I  do.  Snug  place  you've  got 
here,  Mr.  Stanton." 

"It's  very  plain   and   humble,  but  it's  home,  and 
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I  set  by  it,"  answered  Job,  who  was  busily  engaged 
in  tapping  a  shoe  belonging  to  Eliphalet  Nourza,  a 
farm  -  laborer. 

"I've  come  over  to  see  you  on  a  little  business, 
Mr.  Stanton,"  said  the  trader,  affably. 

"  Jest  so !"  returned  Uncle  Job  cheerfully,  glan- 
cing over  his  spectacles  at  the  trader's  shoes  to  see 
if  they  looked  much  worn.  "Want  a  pair  of  new 
shoes,  I  reckon?" 

"I  shall  need  a  new  pair  soon,"  said  Richmond, 
"but  that  isn't  exactly  what  I  meant" 

It  flashed  across  Job  Stanton's  mind  that  his  vis- 
itor might  be  going  to  make  him  an  offer  for  the 
old  place,  but  he  felt  that  he  could  not  bear  to  part 
with  it.  He  had  lived  there  ever  since  he  was  mar- 
ried, thirty-five  years  ago,  and  there  Jennie,  the  child 
of  his  old  age,  had  been  born. 

But  the  trader's  next  sentence  relieved  him  of 
this  thought. 

"The  fact  is,  Uncle  Job,"  proceeded  the  trader, 
adopting  the  title  by  which  the  shoemaker  was  gen- 
erally known  in  Hampton,  "  I've  got  a  favor  to  ask 
of  you." 
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" '  A  favor  to  ask  of  me '  ?"  repeated  Job,  looking 
up  with  some  surprise  at  the  well-dressed  merchant, 
who  seemed  by  his  presence  te  honor  the  homely 
little  shop. 

"  Yes,"  continued  Richmond,  with  gravity ;  "  I  want 
you  to  indorse  my  note  for  five  hundred  dollars." 

"What  made  you  come  to  me?"  asked  Job  Stan- 
ton in  surprise.  "I  am  not  a  capitalist;  I  am  a 
poor  man." 

"  Oh,  well,  you're  good  for  five  hundred  dollars." 

"Yes,"  answered  Job  with  some  complacency; 
"my  place  here  is  worth  twice  that,  let  alone  the 
money  Fve  got  in  the  savings  bank." 

"  Of  course  it  is." 

"Still,  I  don't  want  to  run  no  risk.  You'd  bet- 
ter go  to  some  moneyed  man — like  Major  Sturgis, 
for  instance." 

"Why,  the  fact  is,  Uncle  Job,  it's  the  major 
that  lets  me  have  the  money  on  my  note,  but  he 
stipulated  that  I  should  have  an  indorser,  and  he 
particularly  mentioned  you." 

"That's  cur'us!"  said  Job.  "Why  should  he 
think  of  me?" 
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"  Oh,  he  knew  you  were  a  reliable  man." 

"How  does  it  happen  that  you  need  money T 
asked   Job,   bluntly.      "Isn't    your  business   good?" 

"That's  just  it,"  said  Richmond,  glibly.  "It's 
so  good  that  I've  got  to  extend  my  stock,  and 
that  takes  money.  I'm  turning  money  over  all 
the  time,  and  it  won't  be  long  before  I  am  able 
to  retire." 

"  I'm  glad  of  that,  but  I  don't  quite  understand, 
if  that's  so,  why  you're  short  of  funds." 

"It's  clear  you  are  not  a  business  -  man,"  said 
Richmond,  laughing,  "but  I  think  I  can  explain 
to  you  how  it  is." 

He  did  explain,  and  the  explanation  seemed 
very  plausible,  yet  Job  Stanton,  who  was  a  cau- 
tious man,  hesitated. 

This  brought  the  trader  to  his  closing  argu- 
ment: "You  mustn't  think,  Uncle  Job,  that  I  ex- 
pect this  service  for  nothing.  I  am  ready  to  pay 
you  ten  dollars  for  the  accommodation,  and  to  order 
a  pair  of  shoes  at  your  own  price." 

"  That's  handsome !"  said  Job  ;  "  and  all  I've  got 
to  do  is  to  sign  my  name?" 
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"Just  so.  It's  a  mere  formality.  I  shall  have 
the  money  to  pay  the  note  twice  over  before  it 
comes  due." 

"Then  I  wonder  the  major  wants  an  indorser." 

"Oh,  it's  his  invariable  custom.  'I  know  it  isn't 
necessary,  Mr.  Richmond,'  he  told  me,  '  but  it's  my 
rule,  and  I  won't  break  over  it,  even  in  your  case. 
If  you  will  get  Job  Stanton  to  indorse  for  you,  it 
will  be  perfectly  satisfactory.  I  know  he  is  a  poor 
man,  but  then  it's  only  a  form.'" 

"  Well,  I  don't  know,"  said  Job,  doubtfully.  "  If 
Ben  was  here  I  would  ask  him." 

"You  mean  your  nephew,  don't  you?" 

"Yes,  the  boy  that  went  to  California." 

"I'm  glad  you  mentioned  him.  As  soon  as  he 
gets  back  send  him  to  me  and  I'll  give  him  a  place 
in  my  store.     I've  heard  he's  very  smart." 

"So  he  is,"  said  Job,  "and  I'd  like  to  have  him 
with  you,  so  that  he  could  come  to  see  us  once  in 
a  while.     There  ain't  no  openin'  in  Hampton." 

"  Of  course  not." 

"And  you'll  give  Ben  a  place  when  he  geta 
home?" 
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"Certainly;  that  is,  if  you  indorse  my  note.  T 
am  ready  to  pay  you  the  ten  dollars  down." 

He  drew  a  crisp  bank-note  for  ten  dollars  from 
his  pocket,  and  Job  Stanton  yielded,  for  it  was  a 
great  deal  of  money  to  him.  I  think,  however, 
that  he  was  more  influenced  by  the  prospect  of 
obtaining  a  good  place  for  Ben  that  would  keep 
him  from  wandering  farther  away  from  home.  If 
he  had  been  shrewder,  it  would  have  occurred  to 
him  that  a  prosperous  business  -  man,  such  as 
Richmond  claimed  to  be,  was  unusually  anxious 
for  a  small  accommodation.  However,  to  him 
five  hundred  dollars  represented  a  large  sum,  and 
it  didn't  seem  at  all  strange. 

So  Uncle  Joe  took  off  his  leather  apron,  ush- 
ered his  visitor  into  the  sitting-room,  and  sitting 
down  at  the  table  indorsed  the  note. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Richmond.     "  Here  is  the  ten." 

"I  don't  know  as  I  ought  to  ask  you  sc  much," 
said  Job,  with  conscientious  scruples. 

"Oh,  that's  all  right.  Now,  I'll  go  into  the 
shop,  and  you  may  take  my  measure  for  a  pair  of 
shoes." 
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"  This  has  been  a  lucky  day  for  me,"  thought 
Job  Stanton.  "  I've  got  ten  dollars  for  writing 
my  name,  and  it  isn't  often  I  earn  as  much  as 
that  in  a  week." 

The  trader  seemed  equally  pleased,  and  the  two 
parted  in  mutual  good  spirits. 

The  note  was  for  three  months,  or  ninety  days, 
and  Job  Stanton  thought  no  more  about  it.  Why 
should  he?  Richmond  had  expressly  told  him 
that  it  was  a  mere  form,  and  he  supposed  that 
this  was  the  case.  The  ten  dollars  went  to  buy 
new  dresses — not  very  expensive,  of  course — for 
his  wife  and  Jennie,  and  that  seemed  to  be  the 
end  of  it. 

But  Job  was  destined  to  be  undeceived,  and  that 
very  rudely. 

One  day  he  was  surprised  by  a  call  from  his 
dignified  fellow  -  townsman,  Major  Sturgis. 

"  Good  -  morning,  Mr.  Stanton,"  said  the  major, 
condescendingly. 

"  Good  -  morning,  major.  I  hope  your  family 
are  quite  well." 

"  Quite  well,  I  thank  you." 
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"What's  he  come  about?"  thought  Job,  wonder- 

"You  indorsed  a  note  for  Richmond,  the  dry- 
goods  man,  three  months  since." 

"So  I  did.     Is  it  really  three  months?" 

"Close  upon  it,  Mr.  Stanton.  I  regret  to  say 
that  I  shall  be  obliged  to  call  upon  you  to 
pay  it." 

"  Me !  to  pay  it !"  ejaculated  Uncle  Job,  thunder- 
struck.    "Why,  I  only  indorsed  it." 

"  Precisely.  That  means  that  you  are  to  pay  it 
if  Richmond  doesn't." 

"But  he  will  pay  it,"  said  the  poor  shoemaker, 
eagerly.     "  He  said  it  was  only  a  matter  of  form." 

"Then  he  deceived  you.  I  have  just  received  a 
note  from  him  telling  me  to  look  to  you." 
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CHAPTER  XXXII. 

THE    HOUSE    IS    MORTGAGED. 

Job  Stanton  would  not  have  been  more  utterly 
overwhelmed  if  he  had  seen  his  treasured  home 
reduced  to  ashes  before  his  eyes.  That  he  should 
be  responsible  for  a  debt  of  five  hundred  dollars 
seemed  to  him  almost  incredible.  The  trader's  rep- 
resentation that  indorsing  the  note  was  only  a  mat- 
ter of  form  he  had  accepted  as  strictly  true. 

"  Well,  what  are  you  going  to  do  about  it  ?"  asked 
the  major,  impatiently. 

" '  Groin'  to  do  about  it '  ?"  ejaculated  Job. 

"Certainly.  When  a  man  indorses  a  note  he 
knows  that  he  may  be  called  upon  to  pay,  and  of 
course  has  some  plan  for  doing  it" 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  do,"  said  the  poor  shoe- 
maker, sadly.    "I  can't  pay  the  note." 

"Humph!  There  seems  to  be  only  one  thing 
to  do,  then." 
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"What  is  it?" 

"You  must  sell  or  mortgage  your  place." 

"What!  sell  or  mortgage  my  house?  I  can't  do 
that,  Major  Sturgis." 

"  Very  well.  I  won't  insist  on  it  if  you  can  pay 
the  note  in  any  other  way." 

"Heaven  knows  I  can't." 

"Then,  Mr.  Stanton,"  said  the  major,  sharply, 
"it's  time  to  speak  plainly.  Unless  you  do  as  I 
suggest,  I  shall  attach  your  property  and  compel 
you  to  raise  the  money  in  the  way  I  indicate." 

Job  Stanton  was  mortally  afraid  of  legal  pro- 
ceedings, and  after  a  while  he  acceded  to  the 
major's  proposal,  which  was  himself  to  accept  a 
mortgage  for  the  sum  of  five  hundred  dollars  se- 
cured upon  the  place.  His  wife,  who  had  to  be  told, 
wept  bitterly,  for  it  seemed  to  her  as  if  they  were 
parting  with  their  main  reliance.  But  Major  Sturgis 
carried  his  point,  and  walked  off  triumphant 

And  now  for  the  major's  motive,  for  he  had  one, 
and  he  had  artfully  made  use  of  Richmond  to  for- 
ward his  plan:  He  was  desirous  of  getting  pos- 
session  of   the    poor    shoemaker's    house    and  land, 
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having  in  view  the  purchase  of  the  lot  adjoining. 
Then  he  would  move  the  house  off,  throw  down 
the  fence  between  the  two  lots,  build  a  nice 
dwelling,  and  rent  it  to  a  city  friend  who  wished 
to  spend  his  summers  in  Hampton.  He  knew 
very  well  that  Job  Stanton  wouldn't  listen  to  a 
proposition  for  selling  his  house,  and  he  therefore 
tried  to  accomplish  by  stratagem  what  he  could 
not  fairly. 

"Pa,  you  are  looking  in  good  spirits,"  said  Sam 
Sturgis  when  his  father  came  home. 

"  T  don't  feel  so,"  said  the  major,  hypocritically. 
"I  have  had  to  do  a  very  disagreeable  thing  this 
morning." 

"  What  was  it  f  Sam  asked,  his  curiosity  being 
excited. 

"  Mr.  Richmond  the  trader  owed  me  a  note  for 
five  hundred  dollars,  indorsed  by  Job  Stanton,  and 
as  he  did  not  pay  it,  I  had  to  call  on   Stanton  " 

"He  couldn't  pay — he's  too  poor,"  said  Sam. 

"  Not  in  money,  but  he  owns  his  place.  T  have 
accepted  a  mortgage  for  six  months'  time  on  hia 
house  and  lot." 

17 
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"Suppose  he  doesn't  pay  when  the  time  comes?" 

"I  am  afraid  I  shall  have  to  foreclose  the  morfc> 
gage." 

"And  he'll  have  to  leave,  won't  he?" 

"Unless  he  can  raise  the  money  some  other 
way." 

"There  isn't  any  other   way,   is   there?" 

"Richmond  might  hand  over  the  money  by  that 
time." 

"Do  you  think  he  will?" 

"He  ought  to,  but  I  don't  think  there  is  much 
chance  of  it" 

"Ben  will  be  rather  astonished  when  he  comes 
home  and  finds  his  uncle  has  lost  his  place." 

"Yes,  I  suppose  he  will." 

"I  sha'n't  be  sorry  for  him.  He  puts  on  a  gooc 
many  airs,  considering  how  poor  he  is.  I  wish  I 
knew  how  he  is  getting  along  in  California." 

"He  may  get  a  living  there,  but  that  is  about 
all,"  said  the  major.  "  I  shouldn't  be  at  all  sur- 
prised if  his  uncle  came  to  me  for  money  to  get 
him  home." 

"You  wouldn't  let  him  have  it,  would  you,  pa?" 
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M I  might,"  answered  Major  Sturgis,  "  if  he  would 
surrender  the  place  to  me  without  putting  me  to  in- 
convenience." 

"Would  you  take  Ben  for  my  servant,  pa,  in 
that  case?" 

"Why  do  you  want  him  for  a  servant?" 

"I  want  to  humble  his  pride,"  answered  Sam, 
with  a  gleam  of  something  like  hatred  in  hi« 
Byes. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

THE  BLOW   ABOUT  TO   PALL 

All  this  happened  soon  after  Ben  went  away 
TTk  uncle  did  not  write  him  of  it,  for  he  knew  it 
would  trouble  the  boy,  and  it  could  do  no  good. 
"No,  wife,"  he  said;  "Ben  will  have  a  hard  row 
of  his  own  to  hoe.  He  mustn't  have  any  part  nor 
lot  in  our  troubles." 

"  It's  very  hard,  Job,  at  our  time  of  life,"  said 
Mrs.  Stanton,  despondently. 

"So  it  is,  wife,  but  it  may  turn  out  for  the  best5 
after  all.  I  haven't  given  up  hope  that  Mr.  Rich- 
mond will  pay  the  sum,  so  that  I  can  take  up  the 
mortgage.  I'm  goin'  to  see  him  about  it  to-mor- 
row." 

Uncle  Job  left  his  work  the  next  day,  and  walked 
five  miles  to  the  store  of  the  man  who  had  brought 
this  calamity  upon  him. 

"I've  come  to  see  you,  Mr.  Richmond,"  he  said. 
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wiping  his  forehead  with  his  red  cotton  handker- 
kerchief,  "about  that  money  Fve  had  to  pay." 

"  Oh  yes,"  said  Richmond,  with  his  usual  suavity. 
"I'm  very  sorry  it  happened  so." 

"  It  seems  to  me  you  didn't  treat  me  just  right," 
said  poor  Job. 

"Such  things  will  happen,  you  know,  Mr.  Stan- 
ton." 

"  But  you  said  it  was  only  a  matter  of  form  signin1 
the  note  f' 

"Of  eourse  I  so  regarded  it.  I  could  have 
sworn  I  should  be  ready  to  pay  when  the  note 
became  due.  You  see,  there  was  money  owing  to 
me  that  I  couldn't  collect." 

"Didn't  you  know  that  was  likely  to  happen 
when  you  tempted  me  to  indorse  the  note  ?" 

"  It  wasn't  likely  to  happen,  but  it  was  possible. 
My  plans  miscarried,  as  any  man's  are  liable  to. 
If  you  were  more  used  to  business,  Uncle  Job, 
you'd  see  that  I  hadn't  acted  wrong  in  the  matter." 

"I  don't  understand  the  ways  of  business  men, 
but  I  know  you've  done  me  a  grievous  wrong, 
John     Richmond,"     said     Job     Stanton,     gravely. 
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u  I've  come  to  ask  if  you  can  pay  me  back  a  part 
of  that  money." 

"  Well,  I  can't  do  it  this  morning.  I've  got  two 
payments  to  make.  You  don't  look  at  it  in  the 
right  light,  Uncle  Job." 

"I  want  my  money,"  said  the  old  man.  "When 
can  you  give  it  to  me?" 

"Since  you  push  me  so  hard,  I  can  only  say  I 
don't  know,"  said  Richmond,  dropping  his  soft 
tones  and  looking  angry. 

"Is  that  all  the  satisfaction  you  are  goin'  to  give 
me?  Don't  you  ever  mean  to  pay  me  that  money 
you've  made  me  pay  out  on  your  account,  mort< 
gaging  my  house  and  risking  my  home?" 

"Of  course  I  shall  pay  you  some  time,  but  I 
can't  say  exactly  when,"  said   the  trader,  brusquely. 

"Will  you  sign  a  note  for  the  money  at  three 
months  or  six  months,  John  Richmond?" 

"No,  I  won't.  You'll  have  to  wait,  Uncle  Job, 
till  I  get  ready  to  pay  you;  that's  all  about  it  I 
may  be  ready  next  week,  or  it  may  not  be  till  next 
month.  A  business -man  can't  always  foresee  how 
he'll  be  situated  at  any  definite  time." 
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"With  this  poor  consolation  Job  Stanton  had 
to  rest  content.  He  looked  around  him  and  saw 
every  evidence  of  prosperity.  Several  customers 
were  in  the  store,  and  the  two  clerks  seemed  to 
have  as  much  as  they  could  do.  He  saw  money 
paid  over  for  purchases  in  considerable  amounts, 
and  he  felt  that  a  part  of  it  might  be  spared  as  a 
partial  payment  to  him ;  but  it  was  of  no  avail, 
and  he  turned  sadly  away. 

The  next  week  passed,  and  the  next  month 
passed,  and  Job  Stanton  waited  vainly  for  a  pay- 
ment on  account  from  John  Richmond.  He  didn't 
like  to  judge  the  trader  harshly,  but  it  did  seem 
as  if  he  was  quite  indifferent  in  the  matter. 
Another  month  passed,  and  Job  made  another 
visit  to  the  store  of  his  prosperous  debtor.  Rich- 
mond wasted  few  words  on  him. 

"  Uncle  Job,"  he  said,  "  it's  no  use  your  coming 
over  here.  I'll  send  you  the  money  when  I  can 
spare  it" 

Finally,  six  months  passed,  the  mortgage  be- 
came due,  and  Job  received  a  notice  from  Major 
Sturgis  that  he  wanted  his  money. 
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"If  you  can't  raise  it,"  said  the  major,  "I  am 
willing  to  cancel  the  note,  give  you  two  hundred 
and  fifty  dollars,  and  take  a  deed  of  the  place." 

"That  is  only  allowing  seven  hundred  and  fifty 
dollars  for  it,"  said  poor  Job. 

"It's  all  it  is  worth,"  said  the  rich  man,  coldly, 
"  If  you  prefer  to  put  it  up  at  auction,  I  am 
willing,  but  you  may  in  that  case  get  less.  I'll 
give  you  three  days  to  decide." 

There  was  great  sorrow  in  Job  Stanton's  house 
that  evening.  Six  months  before  he  had  con- 
sidered himself  well-to-do.  Now,  at  the  age  of 
sixty,  poverty  and  destitution  stared  him  in  the 
face. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 


CONCLUSION. 


"  Do  you  think  we  shall  have  to  give  up  the 
house,  Job?"  asked  Mrs.  Stanton,  anxiously. 

"  I  see  no  other  way,"  said  Job,  mournfully.  u  I 
can't  raise  five  hundred  dollars  anywhere." 

"  Have  you  been  to  Deacon  Pitkin  ?" 

"  Yes,  but  the  deacon  says  he's  just  put  out  what 
money  he  had,  and  can't  accommodate  me." 

"It's  hard!"  said  Mrs.  Stanton,  with  sad  brev- 
ity. 

"  Yes,  it  is  hard !"  assented  Job.  "  I  did  hope 
the  Lord  would  show  us  a  way  of  deliverance, 
but  it  seems  likely  that  the  sorrow  must  come  upon 
us.' 

"  How  meanly  Major  Sturgis  and  that  man  Rich- 
mond have  behaved !  I  can't  help  feeling  that  they 
will   be  come  up  with  sooner  or  later,"  said  Mrs. 
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Stanton,  who,  mild  as  she  generally  was,  could  not 
help  feeling  exasperated. 

"I  do  think  they've  been  inconsiderate,"  Job  ad- 
mitted. 

"'  Inconsiderate ' !  Their  conduct  has  been  con- 
temptible. The  major  don't  need  the  money.  He 
could  just  as  well  let  us  stay  here." 

While  this  conversation  was  going  on  Ben  and  his 
friend  Bradley  were  approaching  the  little  cottage. 

Full  of  joyful  memories,  Ben  lifted  the  latch  and 
walked  into  the  presence  of  his  uncle  and  aunt. 
Nothing  but  his  return  could  have  chased  the 
mournful   expression  from   their   faces. 

"  Why,  it's  Ben  come  back !"  exclaimed  his  aunt, 
joyfully. 

"  Well,  I  declare,  so  it  is !"  answered  Job  Stanton, 
hurrying  forward  and  grasping  the  hand  of  his  boy 
after  his  aunt  had  embraced  him. 

"How  you've  grown,  Ben!"  said  his  aunt,  ad- 
miringly: 

"Yes,  Aunt  Clarissa,  I've  grown  four  inches," 
said  Ben,  proudly.  "But  I've  brought  a  friend 
with   me. — Jake,   come  in." 
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And  then  Bradley  was  introduced  to  Job  and  hia 
wife,  and  was  cordially  welcomed  by  both. 

"  You're  lucky  to  come  while  we've  got  a  home 
to  welcome  you  to,"  said  Job,  his  face  again  sad- 
dening. 

"  Why,  Uncle  Ben,  you're  not  thinking  of  selling 
the  house,  are  you?" 

Then  the  whole  story  came  out. 

Ben  listened  attentively,  and  when  his  uncle  had 
finished  he  said,  "That  Richmond  is  a  first-class 
rascal." 

"And  I'd  like  to  give  him  a  first-class  kick," 
said   Bradley,   indignantly. 

"That  wouldn't  mend  matters,"  said  Job,  shak- 
ing his  head.  "It  wouldn't  pay  off  the  mort- 
gage." 

"You  say  the  mortgage  amounts  to  five  hundred 
dollars,  Uncle  Job  ?" 

"Yes.  Then  there's  six  months'  interest,  at  six 
per  cent.,  makes  fifteen  dollars  more." 

"When  do  you  expect  Major  Sturgis  to  calif 

"This  morning.     It's  almost  time  for  him." 

"I  met  Sam  on  my  way  here,"  said  Ben.     "He 
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told  me  I'd  come  just  in  the  nick  of  time.  I  didn't 
know  what  he  meant,  but  I  know  now." 

"The  major  offers  to  buy  the  house,  paying  me 
two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars  over  and  above  the 
note." 

"  Why,  that's  robbery !"  said  Ben,  indignantly. 

"So  it  is,  Ben;  but  what  can  I  do?" 

"I  think,"  said  Ben,  smiling,  "you'd  better  bor- 
row five  hundred  and  fifteen  dollars  of  your  rich 
nephew." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Ben  ?"  asked  Job,  in  sur- 
prise. 

"I  mean  this,  Uncle  Job — that  I'll  lend  you  the 
money  to  pay  up  this  shark." 

"You  don't  mean  to  say  you've  got  money 
enough?"   ejaculated    Uncle  Job. 

"Yes,  I  do,  uncle,  and  a  little  over.  I'll  prove 
it  to  you." 

He  produced  a  wallet,  from  which  he  drew  out 
five  one-hundred-dollar  bills   and   three  fives. 

"Take  them,  uucle,  and  ask  me  questions  after- 
ward, for  I  see  through  the  window  that  the  major 
is  coming," 


A  BOY'S  SEARCH  FOR  FORTUNE.  269 

Indeed,  a  knock  was  heard  directly,  and  Job, 
answering  it  himself,  ushered  in  the  stately  figure 
of  Major   Sturgis. 

The  major  looked  around  him  in  surprise,  finding 
more  persons  than  he  expected  to  see. 

"Don't  you  remember  Ben,  Major  Sturgis?" 
asked  Job. 

"When  did  you  come  home,  Benjamin,"  asked 
the   major,   taken  by   surprise. 

"  I   have  just   arrived,   sir." 

"Tired   of  California,   eh?" 

"For   the  present,   yes,   sir." 

"I  think  my  son  Sam  wishes  to  see  you.  He 
thinks   of   offering  you   a   place." 

Ben  bowed  and  smiled.  He  understood  what  sort 
of  a  place  Sam  was  likely  to  offer. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Stanton,"  asked  the  major,  pompous- 
ly, "have  you  decided  to  accept  my  offer  for  the 
house  fJ 

"No^  major.    Your  offer  is  too  small." 

u  Y»j*i  are  quite  at  liberty  to  look  around  for  a 
higher  bid,  or  rather  you  were.  Now  it  is  too 
late." 
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"Just  so,  major.  On  the  whole  I  don't  think  I 
want  to  sell." 

"' Don't  want  to  sell'?"  repeated  the  major, 
frowning ;    "  you   will  have   to   sell." 

"Why  will  Uncle  Job  have  to  sell?"  demanded 
Ben,  irritated  by  the  major's  tone. 

"Young  man,"  said  the  major,  grandly,  "this 
is  not  a  matter  with  which  you  have  anything  to 
do.  Your  uncle  and  I  can  arrange  it  between  our- 
selves." 

"Still,  I  shall  advise  Uncle  Job  to  pay  the  mort- 
gage, though  he  was  swindled  into  agreeing  to  it." 

"I  apprehend,"  sneered  the  major,  "he  will  have 
some  difficulty  in  paying  me  five  hundred  and  fif- 
teen dollars." 

"  I  guess  I  can  manage  to  do  it,  major,"  said 
Job,   mildly. 

"I   don't  believe  you,"   said   the  major,  hastily. 

"Have  you  got  the  mortgage  with  you?"  asked 
Job. 

"Yes;    here  it   is." 

"  And  here  is  your  money,"  said  the  shoemaker, 
producing  the  bills. 
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Major  Sturgis  received  them  in  amazement  bor- 
dering upon  stupefaction,  and  counted  them  over 
three   times. 

"I   guess   they're  all   right,"   said   Job. 

"  Where  did  you  get  them  ?"  inquired  the  major, 
unable   to   control   his   curiosity. 

"I  guess  that  doesn't  matter  so  long  as  they're 
good,"  answered  Job.  "Still,  I've  no  objection  to 
feellin'  you  that  it's  Ben's  money  that  he's  kindly 
lent   to   me." 

"Did  you  bring  this  from  California?"  asked  the 
major,  turning  to  our  hero. 

"Yes,   sir,"   answered   Ben. 

"  Have   you    any   more  ?" 

"I've  got  enough  more,  so  that  I  don't  expect 
to  need  the  situation  Sam  thought  of  offering 
me." 

When  Major  Sturgis  left  the  cottage  his  grand 
air  had  passed  off,  and  he  looked  disappointed  and 
mortified.  Sam's  spirits,  too,  were  perceptibly  dash- 
ed when  he  learned  that  the  boy  he  disliked  had 
been   successful   in   California. 

"That  settlps  the  major,"  said  Ben.     "This  after- 
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noon  I  will  see  what  I  can  do  in  the  case  of  Rich 
mond." 

"You  can't  do  anything,  Ben,"  said  his  aunt 
"Leave  him  to  the  reproaches  of  his  own  con- 
science." 

"  He  hasn't  got  any  conscience,  Aunt  Clarissa," 
said  Ben. — "Jake,  will  you  ride  over  with  me  to 
the   next   town    this    afternoon?" 

"I  shall  be  glad   to,   Ben." 

Ben  went  at  once  to  the  office  of  an  able  lawyer, 
engaged  his  services,  and  put  the  matter  into  his 
hands.  The  result  was,  that  John  Richmond  received 
a  note  by  messenger  summoning  him  to  the  lawyer's 
office.  He  at  first  tried  to  bluster,  then  to  tempo- 
rize, but  the  lawyer  was  stern  and  threatened  to 
exhaust  the  resources  of  the  law  in  behalf  of  his 
clients.  Like  most  bullies,  Richmond  was  a  cow- 
ard, and  ended  by  giving  a  note  for  the  full  amount, 
with  interest,  at  thirty  days. 

"You  had  better  leave  this  note  with  me,"  said 
the  lawyer  to  Ben ;  "  I  will  collect  it  when  due." 

And  he  did.  With  a  crestfallen  air  John  Rich- 
mond   had    to     confess     himself    defeated     in     his 
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mean  attempt  at  swindling,  for  lie  had  obtained 
Uncle  Job's  indorsement  with  the  deliberate  in- 
tention of  leaving  him  to  pay  the  note,  supposing 
that  the  old  man  would  be  too  timid  to  do  any- 
thing about  it 

Ben  remained  in  Hampton  a  week.  During 
that  time  he  bought  the  three -acre  lot  adjoining — 
the  major  having  given  up  the  purchase  when  his 
plan  of  getting  possession  of  Job  Stanton's  little 
property  fell  through — and  gave  it  to  his  uncle. 
This  made  Job  feel  like  a  rich  man,  and  he  only 
accepted  it  on  Ben's  assurance  that  he  had  plenty 
more  money. 

At  the  end  of  a  week  Ben  received  a  letter  from 
Richard  Dewey,  informing  him  that  he  proposed 
to  go  into  business  for  himself  in  the  city  of  New 
York,  and  was  anxious  to  engage  Ben  as  a  clerk. 
This  offer  was  too  good  to  refuse.  So  Ben,  a 
month  later,  found  himself  in  a  responsible  busi- 
ness position.  As  his  employer  within  a  few 
months  came  into  possession  of  his  wife's  large 
fortune,  which  her  guardian  was  reluctantly 
obliged    to    surrender,    he    was    not     hampered    by 

18 
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lack  of  capital,  but  within  a  year  had  his  business 
securely  established. 

Ten  years  have  passed.  Ben  is  now  junior  part- 
ner, and  enjoys  a  high  reputation  for  business 
ability.  A  year  since  he  married  his  cousin 
Jennie,  and  in  so  doing  has  made  a  wise  choice. 
He  lives  in  the  city,  but  Uncle  Job  and  his  wife 
still  live  in  Hampton,  though  Job  is  no  longer  com- 
pelled to  work  for  a  livelihood.  He  has  given  up 
his  shop,  and  confines  himself  to  the  cultivation 
of  his  small  tract  of  land.  Though  now  seventy, 
his  eye  is  not  dim  nor  his  natural  force  abated. 

Major  vSturgis  is  dead,  and  Sam,  it  is  under- 
stood, has  wasted  a  considerable  portion  of  the 
handsome  property  that  was  left  him.  It  is  quite 
possible  that  he  may  end  in  poverty  and  destitu- 
tion, and  be  forced  at  last  to  work  for  a  living. 
This  he  would  regard  as  a  misfortune,  but.  it  will 
probably  be  a  blessing  in  disguise,  for  the  necessity 
of  honest  labor  is  generally  a  salutary  restraint. 

Bradley  has  gone  back  to  California.  His  son 
is  now  with  him,  and  both  are  prosperous.  Rich- 
ard   Dewey  and  his    wife   are    rich    and    happy  (the 
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two  do  not  always  go  together),  and  have  four 
children,  the  second  of  whom,  a  boy,  is  named 
Benjamin  Stanton  Dewey,  in  honor  of  our  hero, 
I  have  endeavored  to  ascertain  what  became  of 
our  Mongolian  friend,  Ki  Sing,  but  without  entire 
success.  My  impression  is,  that  he  started  a 
laundry  in  San  Francisco,  made  enough  money 
for  a  Chinaman  to  retire  upon,  and  went  back  to 
his  native  land  to  live  in  competence,  the  happy 
husband  of  a  high-born  Chinese  maiden  with  in- 
credibly small  feet.  Doubtless,  he  has  more  than 
once  retailed  to  wondering  ears  the  account  of  his 
adventures  and  perils  when  he,  as .  well  as  Ben, 
visited  California  "  in  search  of  fortune." 
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American    Family   Robinson,  The;    or,  The   Adventure© 

of  a  Family  Lost  in  the  Great  Desert  of  the  West* 

By  W.  D.  Belisle. 
Bear  Hunters  of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  The.    By  Anne 

Bowman. 
Ben's   Nugget;   or,  A   Boy's  Search  for  a  Fortune.    B|P 

Horatio  Alger,  Jr. 
Bob  Burton;   or,  the  Young  Ranchman  of  the  Missouri* 

By  Horatio  Alger,  Jr. 
Bonnie    Prince   Charlie;    A  Tale   of   Fontenoy  and  Cll^ 

loden.    By  G.  A.  Henty. 
Brave  Billy.    By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
Brave  Tom;   or,  The  Battle  that  Won.     By  Edward  S. 

Ellis. 
By  England's  Aid;   or,  The  Freeing  of  the  Netherlands 

(1585-1604).    By  G.  A.  Henty. 
By  Pike  and    Dyke;    A  Tale  of  the   Rise  of  the   Dutch 

Republic.     By  G.  A.  Henty. 
By  Right  of  Conquest;  or,  With  Cortez  in  Mexico.     By 

G.  A.  Henty. 
By  Love's  Sweet  Rule.    By  Gabrielle  Emelie  Jackson. 
Cabin    in   the   Clearing,   The.     A  Tale  of  the  Frontier,, 
i        By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 

Camping  Out,  As  Recorded  by  "Kit."  By  C.  A.  Stephen* 
Camp  in  the  Foothills,  The.    By  Harry  Castlemon. 
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Cornet  of  Horse,  The.    A  Tale  of  Marlborough's  Wars, 

By  G.  A.  Henty. 
Cruise  of  the  Firefly.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
Dear   Days,   A   Story   of   Washington   School    Life.     By 

Ada  Mickle. 
Diccon   the    Bold.     A  Story  of  the  Days  of  Columbus. 

By  Johu  Russell  Coryell. 
Do  and  Dare;  or,  A  Brave  Boy's  Fight  for  Fortune.    By 

Horatio  Alger,  Jr. 
Dog  Crusoe,  The.    A  Tale  of  the  Western  Prairies.    By 

R.  M.  Ballantyne. 
Dog  of  Cotopaxi,  The.    By  Hezekiah  Butterworth. 
Doris  and  Theodora.    By  Margaret  Vandegrift. 
Dr.  Gilbert's   Daughters.     By  Margaret  H.  Matthews. 
Dragon    and    the    Raven,    The;    or,   The    Days   of    King 

Alfred.    By  G.  A.  Henty. 
E!am    Storm,   the   Wolfer;    or,  The    Lost    Nugget.     By 

Harry  Castlemon. 
Elinor  Eelden;  or,  The  Step  Brothers.  By  Lucy  C.  Lillie. 
Esther's  Fortune.    By  Lucy  C.  Lillie. 
Floating  Treasure.    By  Harry  Castlemon. 
Four  Little  Indians.    By  Ella  Mary  Coates. 
Family  Dilemma.     By  Lucy  C.  Lillie. 
Floating  Light  of  the  Goodwin  Sands,  The.     By  R.  M. 

Ballantyne. 
For  Honor's  Sake.    By  Lucy  C.  Lillie. 
Four  Boys;   or,  The  Story  of  the  Forest  Fire.    By  Ed- 
ward S.  Ellis. 
Fox     Hunting,     As     Recorded     by   "Raed."     By   C.   A. 

Stephens. 
Freaks  on  the  Fells.    By  R.  M.  Ballantyne. 
Gascoyne,  the  Sandalwood  Trader.  By  R.  M.  Ballantyne. 
Girl's  Ordeal,  A.    By  Lucy  C.  Lillie. 
Gorilla  Hunters,  The.    By  R.  M.  Ballantyne. 
Great  Cattle  Trail,  The.    By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
Hunt  on  Snow  Shoes,  A.    By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
Hartwell  Farm,  The.    By  Elizabeth  B.  Comins. 
Hector's  Inheritance?   or,  The  Boys  of  Smith   Institute 

By  Horatio  Alger,  Jr. 
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Helen    Glenn;    or,    My    Mother's    Enemy.     By   Lucy   C. 

Lillie. 
Helping    Himself;    or,   Grant   Thornton's   Ambition.    By 

Horatio  Alger,  Jr. 
Honest  Ned.    By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
Haunted  Mine,  The.     By  Harry  Castlemon. 
In   Freedom's  Cause.     A  Story  of  Wallace  and  Bruce. 

By  G.  A.  Henty. 
In   the    Reign    of   Terror;    The   Adventures   of  a   West« 

minster  Boy.    By  G.  A.  Henty. 
Jack  Midwood;    or,  Bread   Cast  Upon  the  Waters.     By 

Edward  S.  Ellis. 
Joe   Wayring   at    Home;    or,  The   Adventures  of  a   Fly 

Rod.    By  Harry  Castlemon. 
Kangaroo    Hunters,  The;    or,  Adventures   in  the   Bush. 

By  Anne  Bowman. 
King's  Rubies,  The.    By  Adelaide  Fulaer  Bell. 
Lady  Green  Satin.    By  Baroness  Deschesnez. 
Left  on  Labrador;  or,  The  Cruise  of  the  Yacht  "Curlew.* 

By  C.  A.  Stephens. 
Lena  Wingo,  the  Mohawk.    By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
Lenny,  the  Orphan.   By  Margaret  Hosmer. 
Lion  of  the   North.  The.     A  Tale  of  the  Times  of  Gus* 

tavus  Adolphus.    By  G.  A.  Henty. 
Luke  Walton;    or,  The  Chicago   Newsboy.     By  Horatio 

Alger,  Jr. 
Lynx  Hunting.    By  C.  A.  Stephens. 
Limber  Lew,  the  Circus  King.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis,. 
Marion  Berkley.    By  Elizabeth  B.  Comins. 
Missing  Pocket-Book,  The.     By  Harry  Castlemon. 
Mysterious  Andes,  The.     By  Hezekiah  Butterworth. 
Northern    Lights.      Stories   from    Swedish   and    Finnish 

Authors. 
Off  to  the  Geysers;  or,  The  Young  Yachters  in  Iceland. 

By  C.  A.  Stephens. 
On  the  Amazon;   or,  The  Cruise  of  the  "Rambler."    By 

C.  A.  Stephens. 
On  the  Trail  of  the  Moose.    By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
Orange  and  Green;  A  Tale  of  the  Boyne  and  Limerick. 

By  G.  A.  Henty. 
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Oscar  in  Africa.    By  Harry  Castlemon. 

Our  Boys  in  Panama.     By  Hezekiah  Butterworth. 

Our  Fellows;  or,  Skirmishes  with  the  Swamp  Dragoon* 

By  Harry  Castlemon. 
Path  in  the  Ravine,  The.    By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
Piucky   Dick;    or,  Sowing   and   Reaping.     By  Edward  S, 

Ellis. 
Queen's  Body  Guard,  The.     By  Margaret  Vandegrift. 
Question  of  Honor.    By  Lynde  Palmer. 
Righting  the  Wrong.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
River  Fugitives,  The.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
Romain    Kalbris.     His  Adventures   by  Sea  and   Shore. 

Translated  from  the  French  of  Hector  Malot. 
Rose  Raymond's  Wards.    By  Margaret  Vandegrift. 
Ruth  Endicott's  Way.    By  Lucy  C.  Lillie. 
Shifting   Winds;    A   Story  of  the   Sea.     By  R.  M.  Bal« 

lantyne. 
Snagged   and   Sunk;    or,   The   Adventures  of  a   Canvas 

Car:oe.     By  Harry  Castlemon. 
Squire's  Daughter,  The.     By  Lucy  C.  Lillie. 
Steel    Horse,  The;    or,  The   Rambles  of  a   Bicyclec     By 

Harry  Castlemon. 
Store  Boy,  The;  or,  The  Fortunes  of  Ben  Barclay.    By 

Horatio  Alger,  Jr. 
Storm  Mountain.    By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
Struggling  Upward;  or,  Luke  Larkin's  Luck.  By  Horatio 

Alger,  Jr. 
Tarn;  or,  Holding  the  Fort.    By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
Through  Forest  and  Fire.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 
True  to  the  Old  Flag;   A  Tale  of  the  American  War  of 

Independence.    By  G.  A.  Henty. 
Two  Bequests,  The;  or,  Heavenward  Led.    By  Jane  R. 

Sommers. 
Two  Ways  of  Becoming  a  Hunter.  By  Harry  Castlemon. 
Under  Drake's  Fiag.     A  Tale  of  the  Spanish  Main.    By 

G.  A.  Henty. 
Under  the  Holly.     By  Margaret  Hosmer. 
Under  the  Red  Flag;  or,  The  Adventures  of  Two  Ameiv 

ican  Boys  in  the  Days  of  the  Commune.   By  EdwarJ 

King. 
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Ways  and  Means.     By  Margaret  Vandegrift. 

Where  Honor  Leads.    By  Lynde  Palmer. 

WiSderness  Fugitives,  The.     By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 

Wild  Man  of  the  West,  The.    By  R.  M.  Ballantyne. 

With  Clive  in  India;  or,  The  Beginning  of  an  Empire* 
By  G.  A.  Henty. 

With  Wolfe  in  Canada;  or,  The  Winning  of  a  Continent. 
By  G.  A.  Henty. 

Wyoming.    By  Edward  S.  Ellis. 

Young  Adventurer,  The;  Tom's  Trip  Across  the  Plains. 
By  Horatio  Alger,  Jr. 

Young  Circus  Rider,  The.     By  Horatio  Alger,  Jr. 

Young  Conductor,  The;  or,  Winning  His  Way.  By  Ed- 
ward S.  Ellis. 

Young  Explorer,  The;  or,  Among  the  Sierras.  By  Ho- 
ratio Alger,  Jr. 

Young  Miner,  The;  or,  Tom  Nelson  in  California.  By 
Horatio  Alger,  Jr. 

Young  Ranchers,  The;  or,  Fighting  the  Sioux.  By 
Edward  S.  Ellis. 

Young  Wrecker,  The.    By  Richard  Meade  Bach©, 


FAMOUS  STANDARD  JUVENILES 
FOR  GIRLS 

A  GOOD  GIRL'S  BOOK  IS  HARD  TO  FIND  ! 
One  often  hears  the  above  quoted.  These  books  have 
stood  the  tests  of  time  and  careful  mothers,  and  will  be 
of  the  greatest  interest  to  girls  of  all  ages.  Free  from 
any  unhealthy  sensationalism,  yet  full  of  incident  and 
romance,  they  are  the  cream  of  the  best  girls'  books  pub- 
lished. These  volumes, each  one  well  illustrated,  carefully 
printed  on  excellent  paper,  substantially  bound  in  cloth, 

I2H10. 

WAYS  AND  MEANS   LIBRARY.        By   Margaret 
Vandegrift.     4  vols »    .       $3  00 

Queen's  Body  Guard.  Doris  and  Theodora. 

Rose  Raymond's  Wards.     Ways  and  Means. 
STORIES   FOR  GIRLS.    3  vols a  t| 

Dr.  Gilbert's  Daughters, 

Marion  Berkley.  Hartwell  Farm. 

HONEST    ENDEAVOR    LIBRARY.          By  Lucy  a 
Lillie.      3  vols $2  3j( 

The  Family  Dilemma.  Allison's  Adventures. 

Ruth  Endicott's  Way. 
MILBROOK  LIBRARY.    By  Lucy  C.  Lillie. 

4  vols.     .;......, $3  oc 

Helen  Glenn.  Esther's  Fortune. 

The  Squire's  Daughter.  For  Honor's  Sake. 

RECENT    SUCCESSES 
The   following,  though  of  recent   date,  have  at  once 
reached  such  a  height  of  popularity  that  they  can  already 
be  classified  as  standards.      75  cents  each. 

Lady  Green  Satin.     By  Baroness  Deschesney. 

Marion  Berkley.      By  Elizabeth  B.  Comins. 

Lenny,  the  Orphan.      By  Margaret  Hosmer. 

Family  Dilemma.      By  Lucy  C.  Lillie. 

Question  -f  Honor.      By  Lvnde  T'airr.ef 

Girl's  Ordeal,  A.     Bv  Lucy  C.  Lillie. 

Elinor  Belden  ;  or  The  Step  Brothers.      By  Lucy  C.  Lillie, 

Where  Honor  Leads.     By  Lynde  Palmer. 

Under  the  Hollv.      By  Margaret   Hosmer. 

Two  Bequests.  The;  or.  Heavenward  Led.     By  Jane  R.  Sommere. 

The  Thistles  of  Mount  Cedar.     By  Ursula  Tannenforst.        -     $1.25 

Catalogue  sent  on  application  to  the  Publl 
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HARRY  CASTLEMON, 

HOW  I  CAME  TO  WRITE  MY  FIRST  BOOK. 

When  I  was  sixteen  years  old  I  belonged  to  a  composi- 
tion class.  It  was  our  custom  to  go  on  the  recitation  seat 
every  day  with  clean  slates,  and  we  were  allowed  ten  min- 
utes to  write  seventy  words  on  any  subject  the  teacher 
thought  suited  to  our  capacity.  One  day  he  gave  out  "What 
a  Man  Would  See  if  He  Went  to  Greenland."  My  heart  was 
in  the  matter,  and  before  the  ten  minutes  were  up  I  had  one 
side  of  my  slate  filled.  The  teacher  listened  to  the  reading 
of  our  compositions,  and  when  they  were  all  over  he  simply 
said  :  l  'Some  of  you  will  make  your  living  by  writing  one 
of  these  days."  That  gave  me  something  to  ponder  upon. 
I  did  not  say  so  out  loud,  but  I  knew  that  my  composition 
was  as  good  as  the  best  of  them.  By  the  way,  there  was 
another  thing  that  came  in  my  way  just  then.  T.  was  read- 
ing at  that  time  one  of  Mayne  Reid's  works  which  I  had 
drawn  from  the  library,  and  I  pondered  upon  it  as  much  as 
I  did  upon  what  the  teacher  said  to  me.  In  introducing 
Swartboy  to  his  readers  he  made  use  of  this  expression  : 
"No  visible  change  was  observable  in  Swartboy 's  counte- 
nance." Now,  it  occurred  to  me  that  if  a  man  of  his  educa- 
tion could  make  such  a  blunder  as  that  and  still  write  a 
book,  I  ought  to  be  able  to  do  it,  too.  I  went  home  that  very 
day  and  began  a  story,  "The  Old  Guide's  Narrative,"  which 
was  sent  to  the  New  York  Weekly \  and  came  back,  respect- 
fully declined.  It  was  written  on  both  sides  of  the  sheets 
but  I  didn't  know  that  this  was  against  the  rules.  Nothing 
abashed,  I  began  another,  and  receiving  some  instruction, 
from  a  friend  of  mine  who  was  a  clerk  in  a  book  store,  1 
wrote  it  on  only  one  side  of  the  paper.  But  mind  you,  he 
iidn't  know  what  I  was  doing.     Nobody  knew  it ;  but  oae 
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day,  after  a  hard  Saturday's  work — the  other  boys  had  been 
out  skating  on  the  brick-pond — I  shyly  broached  the  subject 
to  my  mother.  I  felt  the  need  of  some  sympathy.  She 
listened  in  amazement,  and  then  said  :  "Why,  do  you  think 
you  could  write  a  book  like  that  ?"  That  settled  the  matter, 
and  from  that  day  no  one  knew  what  I  was  up  to  until  I  sent 
the  first  four  volumes  of  Gunboat  Series  to  my  father.  Was 
it  work  ?  Well,  yes  ;  it  was  hard  work,  but  each  week  I  had 
the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the  manuscript  grow  until  the 
♦'Young  Naturalist"  was  all  complete. 

—Harry  Castlemon  in  the  Writer. 


GUNBOAT  SERIES. 

6  vols.  By  Harry  Castlemon.  $6.00 

Frank  the  Young  Naturalist.      Frank  before  Vicksburg. 
Frank  on  a  Gunboat.  Frank  on  the  Lower  Mississippi. 

Frank  in  the  Woods.  Frank  on  the  Prairie. 

ROCKY  MOUNTAIN  SERIES. 

3  vols.  By  Harry  Castlemon.  $3.0© 

Frank  Among  the  Rancheros.     Frank  in  the  Mountains 
Frank  at  Don  Carlos'  Rancho. 

SPORTSMAN'S  CLUB  SERIES. 

3  vols.  By  Harry  Castlemon.  $3*75 

The  Sportsman's  Club  in  the  Saddle.     The  Sportsman's  Club 
The  Sportsman's  Club  Afloat.  Among  the  Trappers. 

FRANK  NELSON  SERIES. 

3  vols.  By  Harry  Castlemon.  $3-75 

Snowed  up.         Frank  in  the  Forecastle.    The  Boy  Traders. 
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ROUGHING  IT  SERIES. 

3  vols.  By  Harry  Castlemon.  &-QO 

George  in  Camp.  George  at  the  Fort. 

George  at  the  Wheel. 

ROD  AND  GUN  SERIES. 

3  vols.  By  Harry  Castlemon.  I3.0O 

Don  Gordon's  Shooting  Box.      The  Young  Wild  Fowlera. 
Rod  and  Gun  Club. 

GO-AHEAD  SERIES. 

3  vols.  By  Harry  Casti,emon.  ,  $3.00 

Tom  Newcombe.  Go-Ahead.  No  Moss. 

WAR  SERIES. 

6  vols.  By  Harry  Casoxicmon.  |6.oo 

True  to  His  Colors.  Marcy  the  Blockade-Runner- 

Rodney  the  Partisan.  Marcy  the  Refugee. 

Rodney  the  Overseer.  Sailor  Jack  the  Trader. 

HOUSEBOAT  SERIES. 

3  vols.  By  Harry  Castxemon.  $3.00 

The  Houseboat  Boys.        The  Mystery  of  Lost  River  Canon. 
The  Young  Game  Warden. 

AFLOAT  AND  ASHORE  SERIES* 

3  vols.  By  Harry  Castlemon.  I3.00 

Rebellion  in  Dixie.  A  Sailor  in  Spite  of  Himself. 

The  Ten-Ton  Cutter. 
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Good     Form     "for     Men 

A    Guide   to    Conduct    and   Dress 

on    All   Occasions 

BY 

CHARLES    HARCOURT 

This  thoroughly  sensible  and  manly  book  If 
best  described  by  a  review  which  appeared  in  the 
Philadelphia  "  Public  Ledger:" 

Books  on  etiquette  are  not  generally  of  such  a  character 
as  to  be  worth  the  notice  of  self-respecting  men.  They  are 
generally  left  to  the#  "  young  misses  '  and  "  gents  "  who  live 
in  mortal  fear  of  being  found  out  to  be  what  they  feel  them- 
selves to  be.  "  Good  Form  for  Men,"  however,  is  above  the 
average  of  its  kind,  for  it  is  conceived  and  written  in  a  whole- 
some, manly  spirit.  There  is  nothing  finical  or  foppish  about 
the  conventions  which  Mr.  Harcourt  undertakes  to  codify  and 
explain.  "  Society,"  thereby  meaning  well-bred  and  cultured 
men  and  women,  has  as  much  right  to  lay  down  rules  to  dress 
and  conduct  as  any  "  secret  "  society  has  to  insist  upon  ritual 
and  ceremony.  Mr.  Harcourt's  book  is  a  thoroughly  sensible 
one  and  maybe  studied  with  profit  by  men  who,  not  being  to 
the  manner  born,  desire  to  feel  at  ease  among  the  cultured. 

12mo,  Cloth,  extra $1.00 

Bound  uniformly  with  Good  Form  for  Women. 

Good  Form  for  Women 

A   Guide   to    Conduct    and    Dress 

on   All   Occasions 

BY 

MRS.  CHARLES  HARCOURT 

The  writer  addresses  the  great  mass  who  make  up  the  back- 
bone of  our  country  and  takes  no  account  of  the  passing 
fads  of  fasnion.  Etiquette  at  its  best  means  consideration 
and  fair  treatment  of  every  one,  and  every  womanly  woman 
should  have  an  understanding  of  its  rules  to  help  her  over  dif- 
ficult places.  This  book  contains  chapters  on  Introductions, 
Invitations,  Cards  and  Calling,  Dress,  Correspondence  rnd 
Reading,  Conversation,  Dinners,  Balls,  Table  Etiquette,  Re- 
ceptions, Luncheons,  Suppers,  Engagements,  Weddings,  The 
Young  Wife,  etc.  Unlike  so  many  books  of  the  same  character 
"  Good  Form  for  Women  "  is  not  dry  and  tiresome  but 
bright  and  entertaining  from  cover  to  cover.  The  personal 
tone  adopted  by  the  author  cannot  fail  to  attract  and  charm 
the  reader.  It  is  a  book  written  by  a  sensible  woman  for  sen- 
sible readers,  and  is  a  reliable  and  helpful  guide. 

Hmo,  Cloth,  extra $1.00 

Bound  uniformly  with  Good  Form  for  Men. 

Mailed  on  receipt  of  price. 
THE  JOHN  C.  WINSTON  CO., 
Winston   Building,  Philadelphia. 


A  Veritaole  "Arabian  Nights"  of  finterlalnment 
Containing  168  Complete  Illustrated  Storiese 


HURLBUrS 

STOEY  OF  THE 
BIBLE 


told  for 

YOUNG  AND  OLB 

by 
Rev.  Jesse  Lyman  Hurlbut,  D.D. 

I3E  BiSLE  MADE  FASCINATING  TO  CHILDREN.— The  heroes  and  the 
Doble  men  and  women  of  the  Bible  are  made  to  appear  as 
living,  acting  people.  The  book  is  an  original  work,  and 
in  no  sense  an  imitation.  It  has  been  in  preparation  for 
a  number  of  years. 

THE  01ST!HG0!SHED  AUTHOR,— Dr.  Hurlbut  has  long  been  asso- 
ciated with,  and  director  of,  the  Sunday  School  work  of 
c"e  of  the  largest  denominations,  and  he  has  been  more 
Cicsely  associated  with  the  detail  work  of  the  Chautauqua 
movement  than  has  any  other  man.  He  is  also  well  known 
as  a  writer. 

rEMARKABLE  FOR  THE  BEAUTY  AM  NUMBER  OF  ITS  ILLUSTRATIONS.— 
There  are  sixteen  pictures  in  color  prepared  for  this  work 
bv  the  distinguished  artist,  W.  H.  Margetson,  and  repro- 
duced with  the  beauty  and  attractiveness  of  the  artist's 
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T-ook  is  splendidly  illustrated."  Marian  Lawrance,  General  Secretary 
International    Sunday-School  Association. 
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